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The  hottest,  most 

sought-after  talent  in 

comics  today,  illustrates 

nine  of  the  most 

breathtakingly  beautiful 

tales  ever  to  be 

presented  in  comic  form. 

Richard  Corben,  whose 

underground  roots 

brought  him  to  the 

attention  of  mainstream 

publishers  more  than  a 

decade  ago,  returns  to 

the  mire  from  whence  he 

sprang ...  in  nine 

uncensored  classics 

published  on  high-quality 

paper  and  packaged 

in  one  exquisite  volume. 

Thirty-five  pages  of 

comics  as  only  Richard 

Corben  can  render  them 

in  livid  black  and  white! 

Thirty-nine  pages  of 

gloriously  brilliant 

Corben  color!  Plus  an 

introduction  and 

appreciation  by  the 

Grand  Master  of  the 

graphic  story,  Will 

Eisner!  Eighty  pages  in 

all  of  pure  orgasmic 

delight,  sure  to  plunge 

even  the  hardiest  Corben 

enthusiast  into  throes 

of  wanton  ecstacy! 

This  beautiful, 

soft-cover  collector's 

package  is  made  available 

for  the  first  time, 

exclusively  from  Warren 

Publishing.  This  book  will 

not  be  sold  at 

newsstands  or  book 

counters.  And  supply  is 

limited.  So  order  yours 

today! 
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Due  to  the  explicit  sexual  nature  of  some  stories  in  this  volume, 
you  must  be  eighteen  to  order! 


WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 
145  East  32nd  Street    New  York,  N.Y.  10016 
I  am  eighteen  years  of  age  or  older!  Please  send  me 


copies  of 

THE  ODD  COMIC  WORLD  OF  RICHARD  CORBEN!  I  enclose  S3.98  for  each 
copy  ordered.  Total  enclosed: ! 


ADDRESS. 
CITY 


.ZIP  CODE. 


ns 

=5 

1 

v  n 

^i^H         1         ^ 

S                     MAGAZINE*  1 

1                        ^ 

Jm   m 

55S 

NUMBER  FIVE        FEBRUARY  1373 


Publisher 
JAMES  WARREN 

Editor 
W.  B.  DuBAY 

Assistant  Editors 

CHRIS  ADAMES 

JIM  STENSTRUM 

Production 

JAMES  IMES 

BILL  MOHALLEY 

Circulation 
MIKE  SCHNEIDER 

Cover 
PATRICK  WOODROFFE 

Authors 

GERRY  BOUDREAU 

NICOLA  CUTI 

ALABASTER  REDZONE 

JIM  STENSTRUM 

LEN  WEIN 

STRON  WHITEHEAD 

Illustrators 

HERB  ARNOLD 

ALFREDO  ALCALA 

ERNIE  COLON 

RICHARD  CORBEN 

ABEL  LAXAMANA 

ESTEBAN  MAROTO 

MIKE  NASSAR 

RUDY  NEBRES 

ALEX  NIN 

JOSE  ORTI 

WALLY  WOO 

1984  MAGAZINE  IS  PUBLISHED  SI 
TIMES  A  YEAR.  IN  FEBRUARY.  JUNE 
AUGUST  SEPTEMBER.  OCTOBER  All 
DECEMBER  BY  WARREN  PUBLISH^ 
COMPANY  EDITORIAL  SUBSCRIPTS 
AND  BUSINESS  OFFICES  AT  145  EAS 
32nd  STREET,  NEW  YORK.  NY   1001C 

TELEPHONE  1212)  683-6050. 
SUBSCRIPTIONS.  SIX  ISSUES  Ft 
S9.00  IN  THE  U.S.A.  CANADA  ANt 
ELSEWHERE:  $12.00  SECOND  CLASS 
MAIL  PRIVILEGE  PENDING  AT  NEW 
YORK.  NY.  AND  AT  ADDITIONAL  MAIL- 
ING OFFICES.  ENTIRE  CONTENTS 
COPYRIGHTED  1978  BY  WARREN  PUB- 
LISHING COMPANY.  WHICH  COMPANY 
IS  SOLELY  RESPONSIBLE  FOR  ITS  CON- 
CEPTION  AND  CONTENT.  ALL  RIGHTS 
RESERVED  THROUGHOUT  THE  WORLD 
UNDER  THE  UNIVERSAL  COPYRIGHT 
CONVENTIONS,  THE  INTERNATIONAL 
COPYRIGHT  CONVENTION  AND  THE 
PAN  AMERICAN  CONVENTION. 
NOTHING  MAY  BE  REPRODUCED  IN 
WHOLE  OR  IN  PART  WITHOUT  WRITTEN 
PERMISSION  FROM  THE  PUBLISHER 
SORRY.  NO  RESPONSIBILITY  CAN  BE 
ACCEPTED  FOR  UNSOLICITED  MATE 

RIAL.  PRINTED  IN  THE  U.S.A. 

SUBSCRIBERS:  PLEASE  ALLOW  EIGHT 

WEEKS  FOR  DELIVERY  OF  FIRST  ISSUE 


TELEMETRY 

Idi  not  like  you  make  fun  from  him.  Idi 
send  bang  bang  squad  come  put  out 
you  lights."  Letters  from  Idi  Amin  and 
other  lesser  illuminaries  highlight 
this  issue's  fun-filled,  expanded  let- 
ters column! 


GREAT  HERO 

They  just  didn't  make  them  like  Uncle 
Euzekias  anymore.  Oh,  he  may  have 
seemed  like  a  mad  old  loon.  But  be- 
hind that  crazed  facade,  little  did  any- 
one suspect,  lurked  the  last  of  the 
great  swashbucklers! 


IDI   RATMEN 


Idi  Amin's  most  endearing  trait  was 
his  cornhole,  one-track  mind.  He  was 
convinced  science  could  restore  his 
long,  lost  manhood,  despite  the  fact 
that  there  wasn't  a  scientist  alive  on 
all  the  earth!  .    _ 


T.5TERNBACH 


The  nifty  thing  about  marrying  the 
king's  daughter  was  that  one  night 
she  would  be  a  redhead,  the  next  a 
shapely  blonde.  She  could  change 
her  body  at  will.  Hell,  she  could  even 
become  a  man  if  she  wanted  to! 


I  WONDER  WHO     LUKE  THE  NUKE 


power.  He  was  a  fantastic  athlete,  an 
incredible  lover.  To  hear  him  tell  it,  he 
had  housewives  begging  him  for  his 
essence.  He  was  the  kind  of  asshole 
husbands  loathed! 


from  sub-space,  the  solar  command 
had  his  ship  typed,  his  cargo 
scanned,  his  onboard  computer 
rifled,  and  Luke  himself  identified  as 
the  rascal  they  wanted! 


3  MUTANT  WORLD  THE  BOH 


Father  Dove  didn't  approve  of  the  se- 
cretive experiments  taking  place  in 
the  underground  complex.  It  was 
worse  than  a  sin;  it  was  blas- 
phemy... growing  vile  things  in  test 
tubes.  They  had  to  be  destroyed! 


Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  box.  It 
was  a  simple  device,  designed  to 
pacify  the  masses.  But  when  the  vile 
spectre  of  unhappiness  snaked  its 
way  among  the  people,  the  box  knew 
that  its  reign  was  through! 


KILLMAN  ONE       REK  HAVOC 


Zoco  was  killman  One,  the  most 
talented  assassin  ever  to  blow  a  hole 
in  a  Uranian  wartworm.  He  had  rack- 
ed up  an  easy  forty-nine  kills.  But  kill 
number  fifty  would  be  the  easiest  of 
all:  his  wife,  Fring! 


An  extraterrestrial,  frozen  in  a  block 
of  ice,  had  just  been  found  in  the  ar- 
tic.  When  Rex  Havoc  and  the  Ass- 
kickers  arrived  to  save  the  day,  they 
wondered  if  they  hadn't  seen  this 
Thing  somewhere  before! 
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1984:  THE  BEST  IN 
SCIENCE  FICTION? 

I  used  to  think  that  Jim  Warren  was  only 
interested  in  publishing  horror  magazines. 
Then  I  saw  a  copy  of  1984  «1,  and  like  so 
many  others,  I'm  sure,  I  figured  it  was  War- 
ren's attempt  at  jumping  onto  the  Heavy 
Metal  bandwagon. 

But  I  was  wrong. 

1984  is  the  first  such  magazine  that  I 
have  really  enjoyed.  The  stories  are  inter- 
esting for  a  change,  and  the  Alex  Nino  and 
Richard  Corben  strips  are  alone  worth  the 
price  of  the  entire  magazine. 

I  especially  enjoyed  Nino's  "Mondo  Me- 
gillah"  in  issue  #4.  What  I  would  really  like 
to  see,  however,  is  a  Nino  cover.  His  art  is 
fantastic  in  color. 

DAVID  PUCKETT 
Bowling  Green,  Ky. 

Our  sentiments  exactly,  Dave.  We've 
already  talked  to  Alex  about  producing 
one  of  his  unique  paintings  as  a  cover  for 
a  forthcoming  issue 

1984  is  to  illustrated  fantasty  what  The 
Exorcist  was  to  literature  and  film.  It  is  an 
unsurpassed  experience  into  the  un- 
known. 

The  magazine's  title  brings  to  mind 
George  Orwell's  tale  of  a  socially  stagnant 
society,  more  than  the  future  itself.  The 
meaning  lies  not  in  the  actual  date,  but  the 
implications  derived  therein. 

While  Close  Encounters  of  the  Third 
Kind,  often  described  as  the  definitive  sci- 
ence fiction  film,  merely  sets  the  stage  for 
said  film,  1984  not  onlysets  the  stage  but 
supplies  the  characters,  the  situations, 
and  even  offers  solutions  (no  matter  how 
temporary  or  inconclusive). 

WILLIAM  COFFEIN 
Richmond,  Va. 

I  knew  that  1984  was  coming  early.  I 
also  knew  that  in  a  lot  of  ways  it  was 
already  here.  I  wasn't  expecting  anything 
like  Warren's  1984,  however. 

Now  that  it's  here,  I'm  overwhelmed  and 
delighted.  Thank  you.  You've  given  us 
warning  of  the  insanity  yet-to-come,  and 
have  proven  that  there  is  yet  a  slim  hope 
for  the  future. 

Your  first  issues  have  been  great  and 
should  win  you  a  horde  of  readers.  I  know 
it  has  taken  guts  to  even  think  about 
presenting  stories  like  "Last  of  the  Really 
Great  All-American  Joy  Juice"  and  "The 
Harvest."  They  are  literally  beyond  any- 
thing I  had  hoped  for. 

ERNEST  HOGAN 
West  Covina,  Calif. 

Even  your  worst  stories  are  better  than 
those  in  Heavy  Metal,  a  magazine  I 
thought  was  pretty  good  until  1984  came 
along.  When  the  cover  of  your  first  issue 
blared  "Number  One"  in  bright,  bold  let- 
ters, you  were  right  in  more  ways  than 
one. 

ROGER  SMITH 
Lamar,  Colo. 

I  think  1984  is  the  best  science  fiction 
magazine  published  today. 

DAVID  HO 
Winter  Haven,  Fla. 


I  have  just  today  purchased  1 984  #4,  and 

I'm  still  reading  issue  #2.  Actually.  I'm  not 
reading  it,  I'm  staring  at  it,  literally  stuck 
on  Richard  Corben's  "Mutant  World."  The 
color  and  texture  are  so  pleasing  to  the 
eye  that  I  simply  can't  get  enough  of  it. 

Oh,  don't  get  me  wrong.  The  stories  in 
1984  are  fantastic,  too.  But  what  really  ex- 
cites me  is  the  art. 

I  noticed  that  with  issue  #4  you  have 
raised  the  price  of  your  superb  magazine.  I 
only  hope  the  next  increase  won't  come 
for  many,  many  years.  I  would  galdly  pay 
almost  anything  for  the  calibre  of  stories 
and  art  found  within  the  pages  of  1984. 
Not  everyone  would,  however.  So  don't 
get  any  greedy  ideas. 

HENRY  MEYER 
Faulkton,  S.D. 

The  twenty-five  cent  raise  in  price  for 
our  fourth  issue  was  a  temporary  necessi- 
ty, Henry,  so  we  could  cram  in  an  extra 
eight  pages  of  stories  and  art,  and  give  our 
readers  two  full-color  Richard  Corben 
epics  instead  of  the  one  story  we  are 
usually  able  to  feature. 

We  would  like  nothing  better  than  to 
keep  the  price  of  1984  low,  to  attract  the 
greatest  number  of  readers.  Yet,  due  to 
the  exorbitant  costs  of  printing  and  paper, 
we  must  pass  on  at  least  a  temporary  price 
increase,  or  completely  do  without  those 
occasional  special  issues. 


Beauty,  horror,  shock,  humor,  action, 
adventure,  science,  sex  and  fantasy  have 
never  been  better  combined  so  entertain- 
ingly in  any  magazine. 

JAMES  JEWEL 
San  Francisco,  Calif. 

Although  it  may  still  be  too  early  to 
make  predictions,  1984  magazine  seems 
like  a  real  winner.  It  looks  as  though  each 
issue  is  destined  to  end  up  a  collector's 
item. 

P.  MUNGIOLE 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

So  far  so  good!  Issues  #1,  2,  3  and  4 
were  better  than  the  average  fantasy 
magazine.  I  hope  we'll  be  seeing  a  lot 
more  of  Idi  Amin,  Sally  Starslammer  and 
Mutant  World. 

WILLIAM  ELYEA 
San  Diego,  Calif. 

For  a  new  magazine,  1984  is  having  a 
great  debut.  As  long  as  you  keep  the  sto- 
ries and  art  as  good  as  they  have  been  so 
far,  the  magazine  should  be  around  until  at 
least  .  .  .  1984. 

DAVID  BOYINGTON 
Pawasson,  Ontario 


1384:  BRIGHTLY 
PACKAGED  TRA5H? 

No  matter  how  long  you  keep  putting 
the  word  adult  on  your  covers,  you'll  never 
be  able  to  portray  1984  as  anything  more 
than  it  really  is:  Brightly  packaged  trash. 

By  my  definition,  adult  entertainment  is 
original,  intelligent,  thought-provoking 
stories.  Merely  abandoning  the  mores  of 
the  mainstream  comics,  allowing  your 
characters  to  swear,  make  love  and  ex- 
pose themselves,  does  not  make  an  al- 
ready-demeaning story  any  better. 

Getting  off  the  basic  premise  of  the 
book,  and  down  to  the  actual  stories,  1984 
#4  was  probably  the  best  issue  so  far. 
While  "Last  War  of  the  Worlds,"  "Idi  and 
Me"  and  "The  Stunning  Downfall  of  Mu- 
hammad Reptillicus"  were  of  the  usual 
low  quality,  all  of  the  Alabaster  Redzone 
features  were  at  least  literate.  Richard 
Corben  was  also  up  to  his  usual  stan- 
dards. 

RICK  BERRY 
Tempe,  Ariz. 

1984  is  the  ultimate  in  satirical,  science 
fiction  adventure.  But  please  lay  off  some 
of  the  heavy-handed  sex. 

EDWIN  WONG 
Port  Alberni,  B.C. 

Your  first  three  issues  of  1984  were  ter- 
rific. However,  "Illustrated  Adult  Fantasy" 
doesn't  necessarily  have  to  mean  an  over- 
abundance of  sex  and  vulgarisms,  does  it? 

Truthfully,  I  would  much  rather  see 
exciting  science  fiction  and  fantasy  ad- 
ventures without  the  aforementioned 
characteristics. 

DOUG  BRIGG 
Ouray,  Colo. 

1984  is  right  in  line  with  the  grand  tradi- 
tion established  by  Warren  Publishing 
long  ago,  of  constantly  appealing  to  the 
under-twelve  mentality.  The  magazine 
contains  the  same  wonderous  level  of  me- 
diocrity that  has  been  carefully  main- 
tained under  the  Warren  label. 

I  sincerely  wonder  if  1984's  enraptured 
editor  used  to  beat  off  on  old  Weird  Tales 
covers  as  a  child.  His  stories  remind  me  of 
the  same  shit  I  used  to  stroke  off  to  in 
Junior  High.  Science  fiction,  tits  and  gore: 
That's  the  hit,  folks.  Don't  expect  too 
much  more  from  Warren  Publishing. 

DAN  PRESTON 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 

I  stopped  buying  Warren  magazines  a 
long  time  ago  because  of  the  poor  artwork 
and  production  quality  which,  incidental- 
ly, have  gotten  worse  since  1976.  Warren's 
new  magazine,  1984,  is  one  of  the  worst 
offenders,  and  possibly  one  of  the  most 
atrocious  publications  I  have  ever  pur- 
chased. It  is  an  insult  to  the  science  fic- 
tion and  comics  communities  alike.  I 
haven't  seen  a  story  on  a  par  with  T.  Casey 
Brennan's  "On  the  Wings  of  a  Bird'.' 

Considering  that  Warren  has  always 
had  the  potential  for  the  best  graphics  and 
stories,  due  to  their  liberal  editorial 
policies,  I  find  the  current  state  of  affairs 
truly  saddening. 

DENNY  DALEY 
Chicago,  III. 


"THE  HARVEST:" 
BIGOTED  TRA5H 

I  have  been  a  fan  of  the  Warren  maga- 
zines since  their  beginning  and  was  de- 
lighted to  find  that  1984  was  a  new  pub- 
lication of  high  Warren  quality. 

However,  when  I  viewed  the  story  "The 
Harvest"  in  your  third  issue,  my  attitude 
towards  Warren  was  soured  considerably. 

Where  was  your  sense  of  journalistic  re- 
sponsibility; what  was  your  purpose  in 
presenting  a  story  about  the  hunting  and 
butchering  of  black  people  for  a  Thanks- 
giving meal? 

I  was  under  the  impression  that  Warren 
Publishing  was  above  petty  prejudices 
and  social  sicknesses.  How  can  race  rela- 
tions improve  when  stories  like  "The  Har- 
vest" spread  bigotry  and    distrust? 

I'm  willing  to  give  you  people  the  bene- 
fit of  the  doubt,  and  assume  that  you  were 
trying  to  say  something  worthwhile.  But 
the  message  was  cloudy  and  will  no  doubt 
be  easily  misinterpreted  by  the  very 
readers  you've  expected  to  reach. 

CRAIG  SCHINDLER 
Sacramento,  Calif. 

"The  Harvest"  was  both  disgusting  and 
racist.  I  know  you  think  you're  poking  fun 
at  bigotry,  but  this  story  went  a  little  too 
far. 

ADAM  KAPLAN 
Oceanside,  N.Y. 

I  must  point  out  that  the  story  "The 
Harvest"  is  one  of  the  sickest,  goriest 
pieces  of  shit  ever  to  see  print. 

CARLOS  BUDET 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

The  gentlest  statement  I  can  make  about 
"The  Harvest"  is  that  the  story  is  in  very 
poor  taste.  I  don't  see  how  Warren  Pub- 
lishing Company  could  allow  such  bigoted 
trash  to  see  print. 

BELINDA  HARRISON 
N.  Highlands,  Calif. 

The  story  entitled  "The  Harvest"  dis- 
turbed me  very  much.  I  was  thoroughly 
disgusted  after  reading  it. 

Is  your  author/editor  implying  that 
blacks  are  little  more  than  animals;  that 
light-colored  skin  makes  one  more  civi- 
lized? 

Perhaps  I'm  missing  the  point  of  this 
story.  If  so,  I'd  very  much  like  an  explana- 
tion of  the  point  that  obviously  floated  so 
incomprehensibly  by  me. 

ALPHONSO  JILTON,  JR. 
Schenectady,  N.Y. 

I  have  been  continually  impressed  with 
your  new  magazine  1984.  However,  I  have 
found  the  final  story  in  issue  «3  to  be  quite 
disturbing.  I  would  like  to  know  your  pur- 
pose for  publishing  "The  Harvest?"  I  get 
the  distinct  impression  that  you  are  imply- 
ing blacks  are  inferior  to  other  people.  If  I 
am  wrong,  please  correct  me. 

DARLENE  DAVIS 
Brooklyn,  N.Y. 

The  sole  purpose  of  the  story  "The  Har- 
vest" was  to  bring  one  of  the  gravest  prob- 
lems facing  mankind  today  to  its  most 
shocking  extreme,  and  to  make  people 
aware  that  beneath  a  man's  skin,  no  mat- 
ter what  color  it  may  be,  lies  a  human  be- 
ing with  feelings,  emotions  and  desires 
that  are  universal. 

If  the  story  shocked  and  outraged  so 
many  of  our  readers,  we  feel  that  it  has 
been  successful.  Now  if  only  some  of  that 
outrage  could  be  channelled  into  correct- 
ing the  actual  problem. 


MANIPULATE  THE 
MASSES?     US? 

You  people  think  you're  pretty  sly  don't 
you?  So  far  you've  published  stories  that 
have  insulted  us  ("The  Last  of  the  Really 
Great  All-American  Joy  Juice"  in  issue 
*1),  stories  that  have  outraged  us 
("Scourge  of  the  Spaceways"  in  1984  »2 
and  "The  Harvest"  in  issue  «3),  and 
stories  that  have  slandered  our  great 
American  heroes  ("The  Stunning  Downfall 
of  Muhammad  Reptillicus"  in  issue  »4). 

These  have  all  been  powerful  stories  ob- 
viously designed  for  one  purpose:  to 
shock,  anger,  and  wring  the  deepest  emo- 
tions possible  from  your  readers. 

It's  not  a  new  ploy.  Hugh  Hefner  and 
William  Gaines  did  it  in  the  1950s  with 
their  Playboy  and  Mad  magazines,  respec- 
tively. Matty  Simmons  and  Born  Again 
Christian  Larry  Flint  have  accomplished 
the  same  end  with  their  National  Lampoon 
and  Hustler  magazines,  right  here  in  the 
70's. 

It's  called  manipulation  of  the  masses. 
And  depending  upon  how  adept  you  are  at 
playing  the  game;  in  other  words,  how  suc- 
cessfully you  can  shock  and  outrage  the 
few  readers  who  pick  up  your  initial  is- 
sues, you  can  garner  enough  free  (al- 
though vehemently  adamant)  publicity 
(word  of  mouth  and  otherwise)  to  lure  the 
curious  masses  and  make  your  publishing 
venture  a  success. 

It's  a  bold  and  calculating  trick,  and  Jim 
Warren  (or  is  it  Bill  DuBay)  must  be  con- 
gratulated on  his  (their)  business  sense 
While  humor  and  sex  are  fundamental 
necessities  for  human  existence,  comic 
books  are  not.  however. 

So  while  1984  is  not  about  to  set  the 
publishing  world  afire,  it  will  be  interest- 
ing nonetheless,  to  see  just  what  degree 
of  success  it  will  attain. 

SHARON  FITCH 
Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

1984  »4  was,  like  the  first  three  issues, 
highly  provocative.  And  that's  a  good  sign. 
If  Warren  can  continue  to  produce  a  maga- 
zine that  elicits  such  passionate  response 
from  its  readers,  both  pro  and  con,  1984 
can't  help  but  be  a  full-scale  success. 

MAURICE  HAFNAGEL 
Warren,  Mich. 


"LULLABY"  OUGHT 
TO  RECEIVE  AN  AWARD! 

I  all  but  gave  up  on  1984  after  reading 
the  first  two  issues.  Frankly,  I  was  down  to 
buying  the  magazine  for  one  reason  only: 
Richard  Corben's  miraculous  art.  His  work 
is  an  ocean  of  genius  in  a  sea  of  medioc- 
rity. 

But  with  the  third  issue  of  1984,  things 
began  to  change  for  the  better.  There  be- 
side adolescent  crap  like  "In  the  Begin- 
ning . .  ."  and  "Dr.  Jerkyll,"  were  such  sol- 
id stories  as  "Squeezin's"  and  "Commfu." 
Maybe  there  was  still  hope,  I  reasoned. 

Then  came  issue  *4.  and  the  promise  fi- 
nally began  to  bear  fruit.  Artistically,  the 
likes  of  Herb  Arnold,  the  world's  greatest 
Corben  imitator,  and  Jose  Gonzalez,  have 
replaced  such  nebulous  talents  as  Nebot. 
And  there  was  "The  Last  War,"  "Ogre," 
"Boys'  Camp"  and  especially  "Lullaby," 
which,  if  there  is  any  justice,  ought  to  re- 
ceive some  sort  of  award. 

Not  that  you've  completely  eliminated 
the  trash.  "Mondo  Megillah"  and  "The 
Stunning  Downfall  of  Muhammad  Reptilli- 
cus" were  interesting  solely  on  a  visual 
level.  Rex  Havoc  would  be  more  at  home  in 
EERIE  magazine.  And  the  second  chapter 
of  your  Idi  Amin  series  merely  repeated 
the  same  asinine  jokes  we  saw  the  first 
time  around. 

Needless  to  say,  the  latest  episode  of 
"Mutant  World"  was  no  disappointment. 

Despite  my  criticism,  1984  does  seem  to 
be  a  magazine  of  great  potential.  I  would 
very  much,  however,  like  to  see  it  trans- 
formed into  something  more  than  a  comic 
book  with  pretty  pictures  and  near-worth- 
less text. 

BRIAN  CADEN 
Cincinnati,  Ohio 

THE  INNER  WORKING5 
OF  THE  COMICS: 

I've  been  fascinated  by  the  stories  and 
drawings  published  in  the  Warren  maga- 
zines for  years  now.  I've  long  wanted  to 
write  and  express  my  gratitude  for  the 
pleasure  I've  derived  from  each  of  your 
publications. 

I  have  several  questions,  though.  How 
long  does  it  take  for  a  story  to  be  conceiv- 
ed, written  and  illustrated?  And,  do  you 
sell  back  issues  of  1984  magazine? 

RICHARD  STRANGE 
Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Stories  are  usually  conceived  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  Rich,  when  sleepless 
authors  are  visited  by  the  good  fairy  of  in- 
spiration. 

Depending  upon  how  well  they  are 
researched  and  how  often  they  are  rewrit- 
ten before  receiving  their  author's  ap- 
proval, comic  scripts  can  take  anywhere 
from  one  day  to  one  month  until  comple- 
tion. Only  the  occasional  author  like  Jim 
Stenstrum,  who  types  with  one  finger,  will 
spend  more  than  a  month  on  a  single 
story. 

The  speed  at  which  comic  art  is  com- 
pleted varies  almost  as  greatly.  There  are 
illustrators  who  can  render  up  to  three 
finished  pages  per  day,  as  does  Jose  Or- 
tiz. And  there  are  more  meticulous  artists, 
like  Joe  Vaultz,  Herb  Arnold  and  Richard 
Corben,  for  whom  it  is  not  unusual  to 
spend  three  or  more  days  working  on  one 
page  of  art. 

So,  as  you  can  see,  the  time  it  takes  to 
produce  a  finished  story  will  vary  as  great- 
ly as  do  human  personalities. 

As  for  your  second  question,  check  out 
page  68. 

Letters  continued  on  page  59 


1986  A.P.  A  WEEK  FOLLOWING  THE  DEATH 
OF  SENATOR  WOLMAN  AVALON,  HIS  ONLY 
SON,  THOMAS,  WAS  SUMMONED  TO  ME6T 
HIS  UNCLE,  THE  VARIOUSLY  SCORNEP  ANP 
CELE8RATEPfZft/*/,4S  IOHGVIEW 
AVALON,  FOR  THE  VERY  FIRST  TIME. 
FILLEP  WITH  TREPIDATION,  ANP  SUSPICIOUS 
OF  THIS  MAN  MIS  FATHER  ONLY  RARELY 
SPOKE  OF,  THE  BOY  WAS  DELIVERED  TO 
HIS  UNCLE'S  SECLUDED  ESTATE. 


(§[Miz*Mi§f  mmm 


Authors:  ALABASTER  REDZONE  and  STRONTIUM  WHITEHEAO/lllustrator:  JOSE  ORTIZ 


AH... I  SEE  YOU'RE 
INTERESTED  IN  THE  PECOP.' 
TAKE  IT  IN  SLOWLY,  MY  BOY.  I  KNOW 
YOUR  FATHER  HA5SAIP  SOME  UNFLATTER-' 
ING  THINGS  ABOUT  ME . . .  NOT  ALL  OF  THEM 
UNTRUE.'  BUT  1  WANT  YOU  TO  MAKE  YOUR 
OWN  JUDGEMENTS. .  .AT  YOUR" 
OWN  5PEEP. 

THESE  ARE  MY 

GIRLS, THOMAS.  I  WANT> 

YOU  TO  MEET  THEM,  AND 

AT  THE  SAME  TIME  GET 

10  KNOW  ME.  AND 

WHAT  I'M  ALL 

ABOUT. 


aSBB^f*lgg«Sa^5*g«"?Ug^'3»^ft 


JUST  LIKE  OIL  TIMES 


»  A  TERRIFIC  SATTLE  WAS  RASING  BETWEEN  TWO 
GIANT  OIL  COMPANIES,  BOTH  OF  WHICH  PE- 
CLAREP  OWNERSHIP  OF  AN  EXTREMELY  RICH 
OIL  FIELP  IN  THG  EASTERN  UNITEP  STATES.  THE 

(ALLIES  NEEPED  THIS  OIL  PESPERATELY  FOR 
THE  WAR  EFFORT,  SO  PRESIDENT  ROOSEVELT,    ; 
TO  WHOM  I  HAP  ONCE  CASUALLY  MENTIONEP  j 
<t  I  HAP  A  TIME  MACHINE,  ASKEP  ME  TO  VISIT 
f  THE  PREHISTORIC  PAST  ANP  GET  A 
|  PRECISE-  GEOLOGICAL  SURVEY  OF  THE  AREA 
I  BEFORE  THE  CONTINENTAL  PRIFTMESSEP 
j  THINGS  UP.  ! 


JIMI 

CRICKETS. 
REALLi?yf 


s        ABSOLUTELY. 

APELLE,  JEEVES  ANPI 
USED  THE  CHRONOSPHERE 
ONCE  TO  HELP  THE  ALLIES 
V  DURING  WOPLO  WM2  ' 


7* n 

/   ANP  HERE, 

/    MY  BOY,  YOU 

1-jV      SEE  ANOTHER 

aJ^^Hkl'  tM\nl^=r       7 

Mr           OF  MY 

In    achievements: 

UP    <       THE  AVALON 

St.  \qrounohoo> 

Bi^  BWL   f»>K  C  ^ 

l4Vfi$> 

■B*^*-rv '. 

rrrpiGs'0|5l 

HOLES,  CARVES  ^g 

UHKl  1  NrV\ 

/MOUNTAINS,  ANP   fl 

flffmfcH  r 

I  PON'T  KNOW      V 

BWII'IA 

WHAT  ALL  ELSE.'    W 

m  spf»,  ■d 

YOU'LL  HAVE  TO      11 

ASK  AGATHA          T^ 

HERE.  SHE          ^ 

rfT       AGATHA  ~^\ 

HfcLfSU/VIt      y^- 

TBI  0  ?  GOSH.') 

v  fl*/«C>  IT.'  / 

e* 


€<■:  y4 


j*/         v  A 


THESE  QIRLS.. 

1  JEEVES,  YV HO  IS 
MY  STRONG  RIGHT  ARM 
ANP  GREATEST  ALLY.. .ARE 

the  very  essence  OF  MY  , 

SUCCESS.  WITHOUT  THEM, 
I  WOULD  CERTAINLY 
BE  LOST. 


BUT 
ABOUT  THE 
GROUND 
HOG. 


IT  WAS  JUST  AN  UNTESTED  PROTOTYPE  AT  THE  TIME.. .  BUT  A  SERIES  OF  DREAP- 
FUL  EARTHQUAKES  IN  TENNESSEE  FORCED  THE  GROUNP  HOS  INTO  IMMEPIATE 
SERVICE.  FIFTY  MILES  BELOW  THE  EARTH'S  SURFACE  WE  5TUMBLEP  ACROSS 
A  CITY  OF  MOLE  CREATURES,  WHO  ATTACKED  US  THE  INSTANT  WE  EMERGE? 
FROM  OUR  CRAFT. 

AFTER  A  MUCH-HEATED  BATTLE,  COOL  HEAPS  WON  OUT. . . ANP  WE  WERE  ABLE  TO 
PISCOVER  THE  PlFFiCULTY.  THE  MOLES  TOLD  US  THAT  COUNTRY- WESTERN  MUSIC 
WAS  PEADLY  TO  THEIR  KIND,  AND  THAT  THEY  CREATED  THE  EARTHQUAKES  ASA 
WAY  OF  "SEATING  ON  THE  CEILING"  TO  HUSH  THE  NOISE  FUNNELING  POWNTO 
THEM  FROM  NASHVILLE.  IT  LOOKED  AS  THOUGH  TENNESSEE  WOULD  BE  DE- 
STROYED UNTIL  WE  CAME  UP  WITH  THE  IDEA  OF  SOUHOPROOF/NG  THE  ENTIRE 
MANTLE  WITH  CEILING  TILE.  AUD  THAT  SEEMED  TO  PO  THE  TRICK. 

WE'VE  BEEN  FRIENDS  WITH  THE  MOLE  PEOPLE  EVER  SINCE.  AND  DURING  A 
RECENT  VISIT,  THEY  DEMONSTRATED  THEIR  OWN  STYLE  OF  MUSIC  TO  ME:  A 
PATTERN  OF  NOSE-HONKS  WHICH  1  POUND  INTERESTING,  BY  NOT  ENTIRELY 
TO  MY  TASTE. 


BERMUDA  LOVE  TRIANGLE 


^ 


\C 


APPARENTLY,  A  LAPSE  NUMBER  OP  SHIPS  AND  yACHTS  WERE  VANISHING 
MYSTERIOUSLY  OFF  THE  FLORIDA  COAST,  AND  THE  COAST  GUARP  ASKEP  THAT 
I  LOOK  INTO  THE  /MATTER.  IT  SEEMED  LIKE  JUST  MORE  BERMUDA  TRIANGLE 
NONSENSE,  BUT  I  TOOK  ALICIA  ANP  JEEVES  ALONG  IN  THE  AQUABELL,  ANP 
PLANNEP  TO  MAKE  A  VACATION  OF  IT.   WE  HARPLY  HAP  A  CHANCE  TOGr~ 
FLIPPERS  WET  BEFORE  WE  WERE  CAPTUPEO  BY  EL  PIABLO,  A  DEMON 
OCTOPUS  AS  OLP  AS  THE  SEA  ITSELF. 

£L  PIABLO  WAS  COLLECTING  HUMANS  FOR  A  MAMMOTH  FISH-KABOB.  BUT  1 
NOTICEP  THAT  AS  HE  WA5  PREPARING  ALICIA,  HE  WAS  GIVING  HER  THE  OLP 
FISH-EYE,  ANP  HANDLING  HER  WITH  A  RATHER  FAMILIAR  IF  NOT  OUTRIGHT 
LetVO  MANNER.  NEEPLES5  TO  SAY,  I  BLEW  MY  STACK  ANP  WENT  AT  THE 
LECHEROUS  BEAST  WITH  MY  CARVING   KNIFE,   HACKING  AT  HIM  UNTIL  JEEVES' 
TIMELY  APPEARANCE  WITH  THE  AQUABELL.  TOGETHER  WE  JAMMEP  A  DEPTH 
CHARGE  UP  THE  SOUIP'S  NOSE,  AND  IN  OUR  CWN  INIMITABLE  MANNER, 
CLEAREP  UP  THE  CANTANKEROUS  CREATURE'S    SINUSES  WHILE  PUTTING  AN 
END  TO  THE  BERMUDA  TRIANGLE  DISAPPEARANCES  ONCE  ANP  FOR  ALL. 


I  WORLDS  APE  ART 


THE  ARTISANS  OFKREB, 

BASWS  EXPRESSIONISTS 
FAMOUS  FOR  THEIR  TRAVELING 
GALACTIC  ART  SHOW,  HAP  JUST 
SIGNED  A  CONTRACT  WITH  EARTH 
TO  ERECT  AN  "UNFORGETTABLE 
EXHIBITION  THAT  WOULD  IN- 
VOLVE THE  ENTIRE  SOLA/? 
SYSTEM. "  THE  PEOPLE  OF 
EARTH  maE  PLEASED  AND 
HONORED  10  BE  CHOSEN  FOR 
THIS  EXHIBIT,  BUT  FRANKLY,  I 
HAP  MY  SUSPICIONS. 

ANP  WELL  THAT  1  PIP.   THE 
ARTISANS  WERE  INPEEP  UP 
TO  NO  GOOD.  THEIR  'ART 
EXHIBIT"  INVOLVEP  NOTHING 
SHORT  OF  BLOWING  UP  OUR; 
SUN  AS  THE  EARTH  AND  ITS 
SISTER  PLANETS  SQUAREP- 
DANCED  AROUNP  IT;  ALL  TO 
I  SUPER/MARKET  MUSIC.  1  D£- 
CIPED  IT  WAS  TIME  FOR  RE- 
NEGOTIATION  OP  OUR  CON- 
TRACT, ANP  AMBER,  JEEVES 
ANP  I  TOOK  OUR  CASE  TO 
SPACE. 


I  BET 
THERE'S  A  STORY 
TO  60  WITH  THIS 
SHIR  TOO,  HUH, 
UNCLE  EZEUKIAS.P, 


WE  ALLEMENDED  THEIR  LEFTS,  AND  D05EYED  THEIR  POS,  ANP  CHASER  ONE 
CRIPPLED  CRAFT  ALL  THE  WAY  BACK  TO  THEIR  MOTHERSHIR  WHERE  IT  EXPLOPEP 
IN  THE  GRANDEST  FIREWORKS  DISPLAY  I  HAVE  EVER  SEEN.  I  RATED  IT  THREE 
STARS:  NICE  PRODUCTION,  IF  A  MITE  PRETENTIOUS. 


0N£  TIME 


LATER, 
GATORS. 


r      ZOOXA! ZOOM  A.' 
8PAMIBAM.'  HEY,  I  BET 

THERE'S  A  BUNCH  MOVE  OP 
"THOSE  PI5TOLER05  HIPINS 

V OUT  ON  OTHER  ATOMS! 


4r^ 


/     ANYTHING    N 
YOU  IMAGINE 
IS  ALMOST 
CERTAINLY 
*     REAL  SOME- 
PLACE. LAO! 


»■ 


•  9^^S 


MY  MACHINES 
WILL  TAKE  YOU  ANY-  i 
WHERE,  BUT  THE  TRIP 
IS  USELESS  IF  YOU 
PON'T  KNOW  WHAT  TO 
PO  WHEN  YOU  GET 
THERE  .'ANP  THAT'S 
v    WHAT  I  HOPE 


TEACH  fOU 


HAT'S     i 


BY  THE  WAY,  THOMAS  ! 
I  NEVER  EXPLAINED  THE 
FUTURE  CAPABILITY^- 
i  OF  THE  CHRONO-  <£-  ' 
SPHERE.'       tV.  . 


THE  FUTURE 
TOO.1  HOT  POS.' 


Mfes 


LATER,  ANGELA, 
PL£ASB.'  NOT  WHILE 
IMTUTOHINGTHE 
SOY.' 


OH  POOP.' 


?9 


YESSIREE... 
BUMPED  INTO  THE  , 
FUTURE  ACC/DENTLY. 
ARlELLA,  JEEVES 
ANPT. 


SO  LONG , 
KIPS.  SEE  YOU 
,A7  THE  PARTY.' 


AHEM! 

AS  X  WAS 
SAYING.. 


12 


yeS,  THOMAS  '.ALL 
MY  GIRLS  ARE  MACHINES. 
AND  JEEVES.  TOO.  THE 

GREATEST  OF  MEM  COULDN'T 
HAVE  PONE  THESE  THINSS 
ALONE.  BUT  WHICH  MEN, 
WHICH  WOMEN  COULD  I 
TRUST  TO  KEEP  My  INVEN- 
TIONS OUT  OF  THE  HANDS  OF 
EVIL-DOERS?  FOR  LACK  OF 
AN  ANSWER,  1  BUILT  THE 

>  ASSISTANTS   I  NEEPEP 


'Soon  it  will  ee  time  for^ 

THIS  OLD  GUNFIGHTER  TO 
HANS  UP  HIS  GUNS.  WHILE 
JEEVES  AND  THE  GIRLS 
ARE  IMMORTAL,  X  AM  NOT. 
AND  T  PON'T  THINK  WE'LL 
BE  ABLE  TO  LICK  THAT 
PROBLEM  IN  THE  SHORT  TIME 
I  HAVE  LEFT.  . 


J 


SO  I'M  ASKING 
VOU  TO  LISTEN  TO  ME 

FOR  THE  NEXT  FEW  yEARS, 
AND  THEN  DECIDE  FOR  YOUR- 
SELF  IF  MY  WORK  IS  WORTH 
CARRYING  ON. ..ORIF  IT 
YOUR  FATHER, \  SHOULD  BE />80i/SW«? 
THOUGH  A  GOOD  MAN,      ASANOLI 
NEVER  UNDERSTOOD. 
BUT  I  BELIEVE  THAT 
YOU  CAN.  THEREFORE, 
1WANT  TO  LEAVE  ALL 
MY  INVENTIONS,  ANP 
MV  ROBOTS,  TO 

you,  son. 


^EXCELLENT.  IN  THE    A 

MEANTIME,  THE  GIRLS 
HAVE  SEEN  PREPARING 
THIS  WELCOME  PARTY 
FOR  yOU...  AND  I  PON'T 
WANT  TO  KB EP  you  FROM  a 
IT  ANY  LONGER. 


GO  AHEAP.  GET      ^ 
ACQUAINTED.  1  THINK 
YOU'LL  QUICKLY  PISCOVER 
THEY  CAN  &e  BETTER 

THAN  MANY  RELATIONSHIPS 
YOU  WILL  FIND  IN  THE  SO- 
.  CALLED *£VM.  WORLD. 


COME 

TO  MOTHER, 

THOMAS. 


'    RELAX,  TH0MA5. 
WE'RE  GOING  TO  HAVE 
.        A  PARTY! 


THAT'S  MY  SHIRT.' 
Z... WHOOPS!  MY.. 
PANTS!  iULP.'.: 


WHAT  DO 
YOU  THINK,  JEEVES  ? 
BB  HONEST,  WITHOUT 
RESORTING  TO  YOUR 
DIPLOMACY 
PROGRAMMING. 

IF  I  MAY 
BE  SO  BOLD,  SIR- .'I 
BEL/EVE  MASTER  THOMAS 
HAS  AN  EXCELLENT  CHANCE  J 
OF  ONE  PAY  OUTDOING 

even  yo<y/ 


/fe 


n 


LET'S  //ewe 

SO,  JEEVES.  AS  COM- 
PLEX AS  THE  WORLD  IS 
BECOMING  EVERY  PAY, 

HE'LL  HAVE  TO  ee: 


.  #  i       •*■  I 


\SZ 


SO  THB?E  WE  WERE.  ME  AND  THE  LATE,  GREAT  IPX  AM/N..  .STRUTTING  OUR  WAV  THROUGH  THE  GRANP  AFRICAN  CONTINENT,ON 
THE  ROAP  TO  NOWHERE,  WITH  BUT  ONE  ALL-CONSUMING  GOAL:  TO  SURVIVE.  YOU  HAP  TO  GIVE  US  CREPIT.  WE  H/APN'T  PONE 
SUCH  A  SAP  JOB  SO  fAff.  WE'P  MANABSP  TO  LIVE  THROUGH  THE  PECENT  HOLOCAUST:  THE  THIRTY  SECONPS  WAR  THAT 
LEFT  THE  FACE  OF  MOTHER  EARTH  MORE  POCK-MARKEP  THAN  THAT  OF  A  TEENY  BOPPER  O.  P.-IN6  ON  HERSHEY  BARS  . 
WE'P  EVEN  SURVIVED  NUMEROUS  ONSLAUGHTS  BY  ROVING  BANPS  OF  RADIATION-CRAZED  MUTIES  WHO  WOULD'VE 
LIKEP  NOTHING  SETTER  THAN  TO  TOSS  OUR  SUCCULENT  BONES  INTO  THE  NEAREST STEWPOT. 


OH  SURE. ..THERE  WERE  EVEN  THOSE  LU5T-5TARVED  CRAZIES   WHO  WANTED  TO  PO  MORE  THAN  MERELY  CAT  US.  BUT  OL' 

ZO  WOULDN'T  HAVE  ANY  OF  THAT. 


HE  WAS  STILL  UNCHARACTER- 
I STICAL LY  MOP6ST  ABOUT 
THE  NEW,  BLATANTLY  EFFEM- 
INATE eOPY  WE  HAD  GIVEN 
HIM  BEFORE  THE  WAR,  ANP 
WAS  YET  PRUDISHLY  SQUEEM- 
I5H  AT  THE  /ViERE  THOUGHT  OF 
HEALTHY  AND  UNHEALTHY 
MALES  ALIKE  FINDING  THAT 
BOPy  peSIRBABLB. 


MATTER  OF  FACT,  IDTS 
RAMPANT  PARANOIA  OF 
IMMINENT  SEDUCTION  ALMOST 
CAUSED  US  TO  AVOID  THE 
ONLY  FRIENDLY  FACES  WE 
HAP  XET  TO  ENCOUNTER  IN 
THIS  WAR-RAVAGED  WORLD; 
A  WANDERING  TRIBE  OF  MAU 
MAU  ITINERANTS,  WHOSE  MIS- 
FORTUNE IT  HAD  BEEN  TO  BE 
CAVORTING  TOO  NEAR  THAT 
NUCLEAR  CRATER  ONCE- 
KNOWN  AS  UGANPA,  WHEN 
THE  BIG  BOMBS  WERE 
PROPPED. 


THOSE  WHOM  THE  FIRE 
RAINS  HADN'T  INSTANTLY 
peePFRIEP.  WERE  IMBUED 
WITH  MORE  RADIOACTIVE 
HALFLIFE  THAN  A  CASS  OF 
STRONTIUM  2.90 


\%J. 


<1 


mi  \r 


TELL  ME  AGAIN 
ABOUT  THIS  UNPERGROUNPN 
BASE  YOU  PASSED  GWANTU.' 
PO  YOU  REMEMBER 
WHERE  EXACTLY 

TW/IS'  ^/|*SEE  I984#3--PUBE. 


RATMEN* 


THESE  RAG-TAG  HUMAN  BEINGS, 
WHO  GOOD-  NATUREDLY  REFERRED 
TO  THEMSELVES  AS  THE  COCOA 
CRlSPiES,  OFFERED  US  THEIR 
FRIENDSHIP  AND  TEMPORARY 
ASYLUM.  IN  RETURN,  IT  WAS  OB- 
VIOUS THAT  THEY  WANTED  ONLY 
TOGAZE  FREELY  AT  THE  GRACE- 
FULLY RECONSTRUCTED  FIGURE 
OF  IPX  AM/N' 


Author:  STRONTIUM  WHITEHEAD/lllustrator:  ESTEBAN  MAROTO 


'7  HARP  TO  SAY. 
SOME  AM  BIG  LIKE 

MEN.  SOME  AM 
SMALL  LIKE  RATS. 
THEM  VERY  STRAMGC  t 
FELLAS. 


THAT  AM 

BE  OKAY.  IPX 

HIMSELF  SOMETIMES 

LIKE  CHOWPOWNON 

MANMEAT.  AS  LONG  AS 

THEMS  HEARTS  NOT  BE 

FILLEP  WITH  iWST, 

THEMS  50UNPLIKE 

GOOP-TIME  GUYS 

TO  IPI. 


"THEMS  RIPPepfiWAI 

SISTER-LAPIES  NICE     , 
PENGUIN  PRESSES,       ' 
THEN  GATHEREP  'ROUNP 
FOR  HAPPY- TIME  FREE- 
FOR-ALL.' WHEN  THEM 
ALL  PONE,  THEM 


9  FROMUPSY-POWNSY 
\  HOOKS  ANP  WAIT 
}j  FOR  THEM  TO  PRY 
|jj  BEFORE  HAVING  OLP- 
^#3  PASHIONEP  NUN- 
BAKE.'" 
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THAT  AM 

'yuchie  story,  it  make"' 

i p not  want  meet  too 

many  ra7men  on 

park  anp lonely 

NISHT. 


IT  GRUESOME 

BUT  IT  7>%/£\  GWANTU 

not  be one  to  tell  youj 

TALL  TALE. 


i  believe 

YOU,  GWANTU.  BUT  I'VE 
GOT  TO  FINP  OUT  WORE 
ABOUT  THIS  UNPERGROUNP 
BASE  WHERE  THE  RAT- 
MEN  MAKE  THEIR  HOME.. 


W"'{m 


/ 


V 


HEY 

HOLP  on  for 
MINUTE  UPZ  NOT 
WANT  GO  TO  STATES.' 
PEOPLE  THERE  NOT 
REALLY  LIKE  I  PI 
ALL  THAT  MUCH.' 


IT  YOU  MO 

YOU  CAPITALIST  POG- 
MEAT  AMERICAN  FRIEWS 
WHO  GIVE  IPI  THESE  BIG, 
JALLAMAS,  RE- 
MEMBER'? 


HOW  CAN  I 
FORGET?  NOTHING 
«S£  HAS  BEEN  ON  MY  ] 
MINP  FOR  THE  LAST 
.SIX  MONTHS. 


^ 


IF  IT'S  WHAT  I 
THINK  IT  IS... IT  COULD 
BE  OUR  TICKET  BACK 
TOTHES7W<ffS. 


BUT  THAT  ASIDE, 
IP...YOUNEEPN'T 
WORRY  ABOUT  THE 
RECEPTION  yOU'LL  RE- 
CEIVE INTHE  U.S.  OFA. 
EVEN  IF  THERE  WERE 
ANY  SURVIVORS  OF  THE 
LATE  GREAT  APOCALYPSE, 
I  GUARANTEE  YOU  THAT 
THE  FURTHE ST  THING 
FROM  THEIR  MINUS  IS 
THE  HEALTH  ANP  WEL- 
FARE OPJOXAMIN. 


~7^ WELL. ..1  CAN'T     X 
f    MAKE  ANY  PROMISES?* 

OLP  SPORT. . .  BUT  I'P  VEN- 
TURE TO  SPECULATE  THAT 
THE  SALVATIONO?  IPI 
AMINLIES  SOLELY  INTHE 
HANPS  OF  YANKEE 
INGENUITY. 


50 OFF  WE  WEHT...7PJAWME ...IN 
SEARCH  OF  THE  UNPERGROUNP  BASE 
OCCUPIEP  BY  THE  RATMEN.  I  ONLY  HOPEP 
THAT  IT  WAS  THE  SAME  BASE  IV  HEARP 
RUMORS  ABOUT  THROUGH  THE  SECRET 
SERVICE  GRAPEVINE  BEFORE  THE  WAR. 

FOLLOWING  GWANTU'S  DIRECTIONS. ..I". 

WAS  EXACTLY  FOUR  PAYS  LATER  WHEN 

WE  FOUNP  THE  BASE  FIRSTHAND! 
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PRAISE  THE 

GREAT  LORDS  OF 
TECHNOLOGY.'  TH/6 
IS  IT,  ID.'  THE 
SECRET  UNDER- 
GROUND  BASE... 


BUILT  WITH 
RUSSIAN  TECHNOLOGY, 
CUBAN  FUNPS,  BY 
AFRICAN  WORKMEN,  FOR 
THE  SOLE  PURPOSE  OF 
SPREADING  THE  GOSPEL. 
OF  /MARX  TO  THE 
STARS 


WE'VE  GOT  TO 
'  GET  POW/V  THERE.  IF 
THAT  LONE  STARCRAFT\ 
IS  ANYWHERE  NEAR  AS 
READY  FOR  FLIGHT  AS 
IT  LOOKS..  .WE  JU5T 
/MAY  HAVE  OUR 
RIPE  MOMS. 


WE'LL  GET  THERE.  ANP 
IF  THERE'S  ANY  CHANCE  AT  ALL"" 
OFGETTINS  STATESIDE  AFTER 
THAT,  I'LL  POLL  IT  OFF.  BUT  IFANP 

when  i  do,  you've  GOT  TO 

PROMISE  ME  ONE  THING, 
W'MAN.. 

THAT 
YOU'LL  THANK  ME 
BY  LETTING  ME  SAMPLE 
THAT  MASNIFIClENTflOPy 
I  GAVE... BEFORE  VOUTRAPEy 
kIT  IN  ON  YOUR  OLP,  BEAT 
UPMOPEL. 


KtS* 


mtismm. 


TOO  BAP 
THE  WORLD  BLEW 
UP  IN  EVERYONE'S 
FACE  BEFORE  ALL 
)JHIS  WAS  CO/W- 
PLE7EP, 


fcv 


SE6M  LIKE  LONG 
WAY  STRAIGHT  POWN 
TO  IP.  HOW  WE  FINP  WAY  J 
TO  GET  THERE  ? 


YOU  AM 

LOST  CAUSE.' 

IPI  GLAD  HIM 

NOT  HAVE  ONE- 
TRACK  SEX- 
FILLEDMINPJ. 


Nfcl 

CAN'T  LOOK  ! 
BIS  BLAST-OFF 
ROCKEY  REMIND 
HIM  TOO  MUCH  OF 
LONG  LOST 
DINGUS.'     ^/'l 


r      poes 

THAT  MEAN  1 
GET  MY  WISH. 

THAT  MY  SIX 
MONTHS  OF  AB- 
STINANCE  ARE 
FINALLY  ABOUT  t 

TO  ENP? 


THAT 
MEAN...  IF 
YOU  BRING 
UP SUBJECT 
AGAIN...  IPI 
SHOVE  YOU 
HEAP  UP 
1  PLACE  WHERE 
SUN  PON'T 
SHINE 


SHIT! 

OF ALL  THE 

PEOPLE  TO  SPEND 

ARMAGEPPON  WITH... 

I  PICK  THE  ONE  WITH  THE 

BOPY  OF  AN  ANGEL . . .  AND/ 

THEMINDOFA.SU/e' 


YOU  NOT      N¥ 
SUCH  BAP  GUV       \i 

FOR  SLIMY  CAPITALIST     1 
POS.'  MAYBE  SAME 
POCTOR  WHO  FIXES  UP  ID 
CAN  GIVE  YOU  BODY  OF  BIS 
BOOBED  GIRL  .'  THEN  WE 
REALLY  HAVE  US  A 
TIME,  EH.'.9 


X^~ 


■>■>. 


UA 


I  THINK 
I'LL  PASS  ON 
THAT,  IP.  IVEKINPOF^ 
GROWN  ACCUSTOMED 
TO  THE  EQUIPMENT  I 
WAS  ISSUED  AT 
BIRTH.' 


HEY.'  YOU  HEAR 
7/M7  ?  THAT. , 
SQUEELING  NOISE.'? J 
IT  SOUNPS  LIKE- 


GOOD 
GOO,   iD-'n/S.' 


Jt 


*m 


M 


\\ 


GAAA  ! 
A©....' IT... IT 
AM  LECHERINS 
RAT/MEN! 


~'*kt<& 


may 

-AFTER  POOR 

iprs  eopy, 

TOO.' 


ONLY 
JOK/A/G,  IP. 

UHOH.' 
I  PON'T  LIKE 
THE  LOOKS  OF  THESE] 
TUNNeiS.  THEY'RE 
THE  PERFECT 
PLACE  FOR  AN 
k  AMBUSH. 


AfOW. 


f 


IF  THERE  ARE 
AM 8ATMEN  POWN 
HECE...T  THINK  WE'LL  BE 
k INTRODUCED  TO  THEM, 
RIGHTABOUT... 


H6H  HEH 
HEHHEH.'COMe, 

LITTLE  MEAT.  ^Y  8ELLY 
AWAITS  VOW. 

you  know, 

SOMETIMES  IPI  WISH  /jfA 

YOU  NOT  BE  SO  RIGHT    p 
/ALL  THE  TIME.' 


we       N 

AVI  CATCHING  \ 
LAST  FLIGHT  ) 
JOAMe/MCAty 


IF  IT  POESN'T, 
yOU  CAN  BENP  OVER 
kANP  XI55  yOUR  SWEET 
/ASS  GOOP8YE. 


...BECAUSE 
THOSE  RATAAEN 
ARE  TOO  HOT  ON  OUR 
TAILS  FOR  US  TO  COME  UP  j 
WITH  A  VIABLE  ESCAPE 
ALTERNATIVE  MOW.' 


BR. ..191 
JUST  THINK  OF 
SOMETHING  MAySE 
IMPORTANT.. 


WOW  HARD 

CAN  IT  BE,GUy?IT 

WAS  BUILT  FOR  COAMAlE 

FLYERS. ..AND  WE  ALL  KNOW 

WHAT  DIPSTICKS  THEY  ARE 

.ER... WERE.' 


IPI  NEVER 
FLOWN  ONE  OF  THESE 
BIS  BABIES  BEFORE.'  XOU  J 
.THINK  YOU  CAN  SWING 
IT? 


1/ 


SHOULP 
IP  KISS  ASS 
NOW  OR  LATER? , 


PROLOGUE 


MY  NAME  IS  TIMOTHY  STERN  BACH. 
I  HAVEN'T  ALWAYS  BEEN  A 
WOMANIZER.  BUT  LATELV  AW 
APPETITE  FOR  THE  OPPOSITE 
SEX  HAS  SEEN  VIRTUALLY 
INSATIABLE.  FIRST,  LET  ^E  TELL 
•YOU  HOW  IT  ALL  CAME  ABOUT. 
LATER,  I'LL  FILL  IN  WHAT  TRANS- 
PI  REP  WHEN   THE  SPHERES 
COLL  I  PEC?. 


1  <3REW  UP  VERV  PIFFERENT 
FROM  /V\Y  FATHER.  HE  WAS  A 
LUMBERJACK.',  STRONG,  HARP- 
WORKINGANP  STRICT.  I  WAS 
A  CREAMER'.  SHIFTLESS  ANO 
IMPULSIVE.  WE  PlPN'T  GET 
ALONG.  SOMETIME  AROUNP 
MY  TWELFTH  &IRTHPAY,THE 
SITUATION  BECAME  IN- 
TOLERABLE AMP  I  RAN  AWAY. 


BUT  A  STRANGE  I  PEA  LOPGEP 
IN  MY  MINP:  SINCE  I  WASN'T 
LIKE  MY  FATHER,  I  COULPN'T 
fiH  A  FATHER. I  WASN'T   IM- 
POTENT OR  STERILE  OR  ANY- 
THING LIK.ETHAT,  BUT  SUB- 
CONSCIOUSLY I  BELIEVEP  I 
WAS  TOO  IRRESPONSIBLE 
TO  ACCEPT  PATERNITY. 


ONE  NIGHT,  IN  A  BORPER-TOWN 
SALOON,    I /WET  LILAC;  SHE 
OF  THE  BEATIFIC  EYES  ANP 
SMILE-TH  AT- WOULP- MELT- 
STONE.  SHE  LOOK.EP  AS  INNO- 
CENT AS  THE  FLOWER  THAT 
WAS  HER  NAMESAKE,  BUT 
EVERY  MAN  IN  THE  PLACE 
WANTEP  TO  OPEN  HER  PETALS. 


ANP  SHE  HAP  ATHING  ABOUT 
MEN. 


SHE  WAS  A  FIRM  BELIEVER  IN 
LUST  AT  FIRST  SIGHT  ANP 
PRACTICEP  IT  WITH  ENTHUSIASM 
ANP  PEVOTION.  BUT  ALWAYS, 
AFTER  THESEC?UCEESUCCU/V\&- 
EP  TO  HER  TEMPTATIONS,  SHEP 
HAVE  NOTHING  FURTHER  TO 
PO  WITH  HIM.  IT  WAS  RARE 
THAT  SHE  WOULP  EVEN  TALK. 
TO  HER  "CONO.UEST"COME 
THE  FOLLOWING  MORN. 


LIKE  THE  OTHERS,!  TOO,  WAS 
FORTUITOUSLY  CAST  ASIPE. 
MAYBE   IT  WAS  THE  JOLT  TO 
MVMALE  PRIPE...  MAYBE  IT 
WAS  TUST  NATURAL 
CURIOUSITY...BUT  I  BECAME 
FASClNATEP  BY  LILAC'S  UN- 
CONVENTIONAL PHILOSOPHY 
ANP  1  FORTHRIGHTLY 
PETER/VUNEP  TO  FINP  OUT 
WHAT  WAPE  WO/WEN  LIKE  HER 
TICK. 


THUS  BEGAN  MVAPVENTURES  WITH 
THE  OPPOSITE  SEX.  FROM  THEN 
ON,  I  SAMPLEP  EVERV  WOMAN 
WHO  CHANCEP  ACROSS  MN  PATH; 
VIRGINS,  WIFES,  MOTHERS,  NUNS 
ANP  WHORES.'  IGREASEC  MV 
AXLE  IN  CITIES  ANP  TOWNS, 
LECHERlNG  MVWAV  TO  NOWHERE! 


MV  PHILANPERING  PROMISEP  TO 
GET  ME  TORTUREP  (AT  THE  VERY 
LEAST)  BY  ANN  NUMBER  OF 
JEALOUS  HUSSANPS,  IRATE 
FATHERS,  ANC?  OUTRAGEP 
CLERGYMEN.   BUTITPIPN'T 
STOP  ME.  I  WAS  ON  A  QUEST 
MUCH  MORE  PLEASUREABLE 
THAN  THE  SEARCH  FOR  THE 
HOLY  GRAIL. 


ANP  AS  I  WATCHEP,  TWO  CRYSTAL 
LINE  SPHERES  LIKE  SMOOTH 
COMETS,  CAME  TOGETHER  ON 
THE  HORIZON/. 


WHEN  THEY  COLLIPEP,  THE 
EARTH  WAS  GONE. 
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TIMOTHY  STERNMGH 


THIS  IS  WHERE  I  FOUND 
MVSELF:  IM  AN  INCON6RUOUS 
WORLP  OF  OFFBEAT  IMAGES 
ANP  CONFLICTING  ERAS, 
WHERE  REALITIES  WERE 
JUXTAPOSE?  UPON  EACH 


O/SCHO/ZC. 


<WY  FIRST  THOUGHT 
WAS  THAT  I  HAP 
WITNeSSEP  THEENF 
OF  THE  WORLP  ANP 
GONE  ACCORDINGLY 

TO  /V\V  JUST 
REWARP.  SUT  AS 
I  SAW  NEITHER 
HARPS  NOR  FIRE 
ANP  S/WOlPERING 
&RI/V\STONE.  I 
PISAMSSED  THAT 
ICE  A  AS 
FALLACIOUS. 


I  ALSO  CONSIPEREP  TH 
POSSISILITV  THAT  I  HAP 
PASSEP  THROUGH  TI/V\E.gUT 
IT  SEEMEP  UNLIKELY;  THERE 
WERE  TOOMANy  09VI0US 
ANACHRONISMS.  THAT 
/WEANT  IN  ALL  LIKELYHOOC 
I  HAC7   TRAVELEP  THROUGH 
SPACE...  TO  ANOTHER. 
WORLP. 


*■ '     * 


SOMEHOW  THE 

COLLISION  OF  THE 
SPHERES  GENERATE? 


FRAGILE  PERSON- 
AGE ANP 
INSTANTANEOUSLY 
TRANSPORTED  ME... 
HERE. 


Author:  GERRY  BOUDREAU/lllustrator:  ALEX  NINO 


THE  ORGAN 
GRINPER  WAS 
PLAYING  SACHS 
TOCATTAlNP 
AMNOR  WHEN 
I  INTERKUPTEP 
HIM. 


PAR  PON  ME, 

I  SEEM  TO  HAVE 

LOST  MY  WAV.. 


AT  FIRST,  I'P  SPOKEN  WITHOUT  THINKING.  BUT  I  WAS  ASTOUNPEP1 
NOW  TO  REALIZE  THAT  THE  MAN  HAP  ANSWEReP  ME  IN 
ENGLISH!  SIMILARLY,  THE  SIGN  BESIPE  THE  POOR  WAS  IN 
MY  NATIVE  LANGUAGE. 


JUST  GO  UP 
THE  CASTLE 
ING  THE 
THE  KING 
VILL  EXPLAIN 

EVERVTHING. 

■■- 

T-:   •■■■ 


,P° 


WELCOME,  PEAR 
FRIENP.'  I  AMYGOR, 
THE  KING'S  VALET.' 
I  LOOK.  FORVMARP 
TO  SEREINS  YOU 
H£H,  H£H,  HSH! 
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I  FOLLOWEP  HIM  INTO  THE  ROYAL  CHAMBER,  WHERE  I  WAS 
GReETEP  BY  A  GHASTLY  CACAPHONY!  ANIMALS  BLEATING, 
JESTERS  JESTING,  COURT  LAPlES  GIGGLING,  ALU  UNCER- 
SCOREP  BY  THE  MOST  MELOPIC  HAKPSICHORO  MUSIC 
EVER  HEARP. 


c 


WHAT...  WHAT  ARE 
MAGIC  SPHERES?  HE1! 
YOU'RE  SLOB0ERM 
ALL  OVER  ME! 


7     OH,  I  CAN  SCANT  RESTRAIN  MY  \ 
ILLIMITABLE  ENTHUSIASM!  AS  FOR 
MAGIC  SPHERES...  WHY,  THEV  ARE 
CONTAINERS  OP MVSTICAL  ENERSY; 
PRERECORPEP  SORCERS  SPELLS, 
LOCKEP  WITHIN  SPHERES  ANP  SET 
AFLOAT  IN  THE  UNIVERSE,  TO  /: 


^  THOSE  PARTICULAR  ONES  WHICH 
'     ENSNAREP  VOf/  WERE  SENT 
EONS  AGO  TO  SEARCH  THE 

UNIVERSE  ANP  SEEK.  ASUITA 

MATE  FOR  MV  ELPEST  pAUGh 

PCUP.  THEY'VE  TOURNEYEP 

WORLPAPTER  WORLP,  TOPI 

A  MAN  WHO  FITS  MV  PR£- 

^  PROGRAMME?  INSTRUCTIONS 


GUARDS!  SO 

FETCH  MY  PAUGHTER! 
THERE'S  GOING  TO 
BE  AWEPPINS 

TONIGHTJ  A  tVEPPlNG 


I  WAS  TOO  ASTOUNPEP  TO  PROTEST.   I  &RACEP  MYSELF,  EXPECTING  THE  WORST.  IT  STOOP  TO 
REASON,  THAT  IF  THEY  HAP  TO  SCOUR  A  WHOLE  OTHtt  UNIVERSE  TO  FINP  SOMEONE  WHO'P 
MARRY  JTHE  KING'S  PAUGHTER...  SHE  MUST  HAVE  &EEN  A  DESPERATE  C>0<5. 


I  WAS  WRONG. 
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s^it^-       vou  see,/wy  frienp... 

""/THS  IS  A  RECORPER  SPHERE 
CONTAINING  A  PRE-PROGRAMM- 

EP  PERSONALITY;  all  the 

KNOW/LEPGE  AND  CHARACTER 
THAT  BEFIT  A  PRINCESS 
HAVE  BEEN  KEYEP  IN- 
TO IT.  IT  IS  LITERALLY 
HERSOl/L. 


5*^ 


w& 


IMF 


THUS  IP  A  BOPV  IS  DAMAGEP 
E  SIMPLY  EJECT  THE  SPHERE 
AND  TRANSFER  IT  TO  ANOTHER 


a 


«1 


•s*£m 


'Ms, 


*&&&!!%& 


'V. 


saw 


BUT IF  EVERY  THOUGHT 
EVERY  ACTION  IS  PRE-PRO0RAMMEP/' 
WHAT'S  THE  POINT?  YOU  ARE 
MECHANICAL  O&jeCTe.HMCHlNES. 

NOT  HUMAN  BEINGS  I 


VN 


BUT  WE  REACT  AS  HUMAN 
SINGS  AND  WE  LOOK  LIKE 

human  beings;  IF  YOU  SAW  ONE 
OF  US  ON  THE  STREET,  YOU 
COULPN'T  TELL  US  FROM  A 
HUMAN  BEING  !  WHATMOR6 
PO  YOU  WANT? 


S  I'M  SORRY  FOR  BEING  > 
SO  CLUMSY.  FATHER.  I'VE 
SIMPLY  RUINED  ANOTHER 
BODY,  I'M  AFRAIP.  I'LLTRy 
1  BE   MORE  CARE 


BEFORE   I  COULD  EVEN 
ACKNOWLEDGE  THE 
NTRODuCTlONTHE  GIRL 
HAP  WRAPPED  HER  ARMS 

ABOUT  ME  AND  WAS 
KlSSlNG  /WE  PASSIONATE 
LV,  FIERCELY  ON  THE  MOUTH 
HER  TONGUE  PARTING  IN 

ANP  OUT  LIKE  THE 
PROBING  PHALLUS  OFA 
LECHER. 


"AMAZ/NGf 

SIMPLY  AMAZING" 

I  SAID, STARTING 

TO  SOUND  LIKE 

THE  KING. 


QUITE.'  YOU  CAN 

EVEN  TRANSFER 
P  ERSONALI TY  SPHERES 
TO  BODIES  OFANOTHER 
SEX.'  IF  YOU  FEEL 

LIKE  AL.ITTLE 
KINKY  ROLE  SWITCHINS, 
IT'S  ENTIRELV  POSSIBLE! 
JUST  BV  CHANGING 
BODIES'.    THE 
PERSONALITY 
REMAINS  THE  SAME 
OF  COURSE,  LA 

irregarpless     S 

OF  THE  OPTIONED  A 

SEX!        J/M 

I  WASN'T    N 
TALKING 
ABOUT  THE    1 

.  SPHERE^ 


THE  PRINCESS  DCUP  WAS 
ATREASURE  SO  BEAUTIFUL 
THAT  MEN  WOULP'VE 
TRAPEP  KINGPOMS  FOR 
ONE  KISS,  OR  CRAWLED 
THROUGH  THE  PITS  OF 
HELL  FOR  ONE  NIGHT 
IN  HER  PASSlON-FiLLEP 


WAS  PROGRAMMED  TO  BE 
THE  PERFECT  LOVER. 
ANP   T 

WOMAN...! 


I...  I  FEEL  A 
rLlTTLE  FOOLISH  ASK- 
ING AT  ATIME  LIKE  THIS, 
KING...  BUT  THERE  ARE 
TWO  THINGS  I  MUST 
KNOW.  HOW  IS  IT  THE 
SPHERES  CHOSE 

ME! 

ANP  IF  YOU  TELL 
ME  THIS  IS  ALL  A  DREAM, 
I'LL  POP  YOU  ONE! 


IF 


1 


J  ilia — E 
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I  WANTEPAMAN  WHO"^ 
UNPERSTANPS  WOMEN! 
SOMEONE  WHO'S  HAPA 
GREAT  PEAL 

of  experience  with 

DIFFERENT  TYPES  OF 
FEMALES;  SOMEONE 
WHO  CAN  HANPUE 
THEM!  THE  SPERES 
PEClPEP  THAT 


i 


VOl'  WERE  THE 
MOST  QUALIFIER 


.  PON" 


2Sfc 


IS^ 


wa 


-.'+>' 


KNOW.1  THERE 

WAS  AT 
LEAST  OA/g 
WOMAN  BACK 
THERE  I 
FAILEP  TO 
UNPERSTANP. 


\/ ENOUGH  TALK,MY 
f  PAKLING!  COME. -TO 
|  THE  ROYAL  BEPCHAMBeX? 
1    My  EMPASSIONEP  LOINS 
I  ACHE  WITH  PESIRE  FOR 
YOUR  CAPACIOUS  LV 
MANLY  TOUCH! 


'WHOAl  I  HAVE 

'CW£  OTHER  QUESTION 
THAT  NEEPS ANSWERING. 
HOW  MANY  OF  YOUR 
PEOPLE  ARE  PEOPLE 
ANP  HOWMANV  ARE 
K  BOPIES  WITH  BRAIN- 
SPHERES? 


LAMENTABLY, 
2  AAV  THE 

ONLY  TRUE  MAN 
LEFT. 


■ww* — C 


W'/^vs  ■•"-.  ;■'  . 


-,-..-',:; 


,~v»7 


--ft 


ra/ 


yfes 


1 


s 


"-  -4 


•*. 


I. 


w> 


^E>UT  MY  PAUGHTER 
IS  RIGHT.  IT  IS  TIME 

TO  PARTAKE  OF 
WANTON  PELIGHTS.YOU 
I    WILL  ae  THESlREOF 
k    THE  ROYAL  CHILP... 
K     THE  NEXTfc/A/G.' 

k-  ■  Vfc. 

v 


<&  TO 


w^ 


s& 


yw 


P 


in  RETURN 

WILL  HAVE  WEALTH, 
POWER, ANP  THE 
HANP  OF  THE  MOST 
BEAUTIFUL  WOMAN 
IN  TWO  UNIVERSES! 
NOT  TO  MENTION,  OF 
COURSE,  THE  OTHER 
PARTS  OF  HER 
ANATOMY  AS 


WELL! 


m 


jj±- 


pcuPWAS/woeep 

EASER  TO  OFFER 

A  GREAT  PEAL 
MORE  THAN  HER 

HANP.  HER 
IMPATIENCE  WAS 
UNPERSTANPABLE 
IN  VIEW  OF  THE 
FACT  THAT  SHE'P 
BEEN  A  VIRGIN 
FOR  "EONS", 
UNPOUBTEPLY  BY 
ROYAL  PECREE 
RATHER  THAN 
CHOICE. 
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<u 


u* 


% 


t«*. 


m 

£§  Is 
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YET,  IT  BOTHEREP 
ME  THAT  SHE  BE- 
HAVE P  AS  SHE'P 

BEEN 
PROGRAMME!? 
TO  BEHAVE  WITH 
A  HUSBANP. 
EVERYTHING 
SHE  PIP  SHE  HAP 
TO  CO.  HER  PRE- 
RECORPEP 
PERSONALITY 
PICTATEP  IT. 


HERE  WAS  A  KINGPOM  ANP  A  GOPPESS  AT  MY  FINGERTIPS.  IT  WAS  EVERY 
MAN'S  PREAM.  YET  IT  SEEMEP  SO  ARTIFICIAL,  SO  PEHUMAN/Z.EP.  TRUE, 
PCUP  WAS  THE  PERFECT  LOVER... 


XT7~T 


— 


\  V, 


\Y 


*r 


L 


ran 


...  BUT  ONLY  BECAUSE  SHE  WAS  PRO<SRAMMEP  TO  BE.  IT"  WASN'T  AS  IF  SHE 
ACTEP  OUT  OF  ANY/?£/l£.  FEELING.  ANP  IT  MAPE  ME  MISS  THE  HUMAN 

ELEMENT.  PRIORITIES  AGAIN...!  WHAT  CAN  I  SAY?.' 


/TELLME,POJE.. 
WHY  PIP  YOUR  FATHER 

want  a  HUMAN 
HUSBANP  FOR  YOU? 
WHY  PIPN'T  HE  JUST     /  0\ 
CREATE  THE  PERFECT/ 

MATE"?         vB~%q 

/ 


BS 


TO  BE  A  KING,  A 
MAN  MUST  BE  PREFAREP' 
FOR  ANY  CONTINGENCY, 
NOT  MERELYCONFINEP 
TO  ONE  PRESCRlBEP 

course  of  action.  so 
our  chilp  must  have 
human  perceptions.. 
the  feelings  anp 
instincts  Only  his 
NATURAL  FATHER 
CAN  GIVE  HIM. 


-i 


•^, 


NET, EVEN  AS  THE  GlRL 
SPOKE,  ALLTHEOLPP0U6TS 
ABOUT  PATERNITV  CAME 
FLOOPlNG  SACK..  HOW 
COULP  Z  BE  A  NATURAL 
FATHER  IN  SUCH  AN 
UNNATURAU 

environment:.,  with  a 
mate,  vet,  whose  poo/ 
coulp  change  every 
time,  we  maps  love* 


^CONC 


the  plain  truth  was,  i 

WAS  HOMESICK.I  HAP 

TO  THINK.  OF  SOiWE 

SCHEME...  SOME 

SWINDLE,  TO  CON  THE 

OLP  MAN  INTO  SENPING 

ME  BACK! 


GRATULATlONS, 
MY  (300C?  FELLOW. 

I  BRING  VOU  A 

WEPPING  GIFT,  AS  I 

PROMlSEP. 


THIS  WAS  MV  CHANCE!  I  HAP  ONLY  ONE  WISH. 


FATHER!  HE'S 
VANISHING! 


v'A- 


OFGOURSe!  THE  SPHERE 
WAS  PESIGNEP  TO  RETURN 
HIM  TO  HIS  OWNPIMENSION 
SOON  AS  HE  TOUCHEP  IT, 
HE'P  FUFIU-EP  HIS  PURPOSE 
WE  HAP  NO  FURTHER.  WEEP 
OF  HIM. 


I  FOUNP  MYSELF   JUST  AS  I  HAP 
BEEN;  ON  A  LONELV  PESERT  TRAIL, 
GAZING  UP  AT  THE  MULTI  COLORE!? 
SUNRISE,  WHICH  WAS  FAPING  FAST 
INTO  SLUE  MORNING  LIGHT.  THE 
MAGIC  SPHERE  WAS  GONE,  BUT  THE 
MEMORIES  REMAlNEP. 


ylC- 


Si 


~x 


HE  PROBABLY  THOUGHT 
I  WAS  SERIOUS  ABOUT  THAT 
WEALTH  ANP  POWER  CRAP.1 
POOR  CHAP...  HE  WON'T  BE 
HAPPY  WHEN  HE  REALIZES 
HE'S  BEEN  CONNEO.  I 
WONPER  WHAT  HIS  WISH 
j^lWft  ANV  WAV? 


*LA 


THE  KING  PROBABLY  NEVER  REALIZEP  THAT  HE'P  GRANTEP 
ME  TWO  WISHES.  ONE  WAS  A  SAFE  PASSAGE  HO/WE...  THE 
OTHER  WAS  MV  ANSWER  TO  THE  RIPPLE  OF  LILAC'S  CURIOUS 
BEHAVIOR. 


IT  WAS  THIS:  LILAC  WAS  S IMPLY  EXERCISING    HER  RIGHT  TO 
BE  HUMAN!  WHEN  IT  CAME  RIGHT  POWN  TO  IT,  THAT  WAS  THE 
ONLV  REASON  SHE  NEEPEP,  ANP  ALL  I  HAP  A  RIGHT  TO 
KNOW.  AS  I  ROPE  TOWARP  THE  NEXT  TOWN  ANP  THE  NEXT 
WOMAN,!  FELT  VERY  HAPPY...  ANP  VERV  MUCH  ALIVE. 
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THEY  ARE  ANNOUNCING  YOUR  TRAIN  AS  YOU  ENTER  THE  STATION.  YOU  BREAK  INTO  A  RUN  AS 
THE  POORS  BEGIN  TO  CLOSE,  FOR  YOU  MUST  NOT  MISS  THIS  ONE/  YOU  HAVE  SOMETHING 
YOU  MUST  QO..J 


I  WONDER  WHO 


...TWO  HOURS  EVERY  PAX 
TO  AND  FRO. ..FOR  HWaT.  ? 
eO  RUTH  ANP  THE  KIPS 
OOULP  LIVE  IN  A  HOUSE? 
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Author:  NICOLA  CUTI/lllustrators:  ERNIE  COLON  and  WALLY  WOOD 


...OF  WORKING  OVERTIME, 
OF  TAKIM<5  WORK  HOME.... 


PUT  ON  A 
^UIT  ANN? 
aoiM  US/ 


$0  TMEY  COULD  GROW  UP 
SPOILED  AND  SELFISH? 
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BUT  YOU  STILL  WANTED  HER  . 


BUTU-/T PL£AS€,  SEORSe/l  HAVE 
•  'A  HEADACHE...  WOULD  YOU 
SLEEP  ON  THE  SOFA 
TONIGHT  DEAR*? 


EVEN  THOUGH  SHE  DIDN'T  SEEM 
TO  EVER  WANT  YOU...  ! 


you  £/SSO  TO  WANT 
TO  DO  IT...  BEFORE 
WE  WERE  MARRIED' 


AND  THEN  IT  BEGAN  ...THE  CLUBS,  THE  DOUBT....'    TUB5EC0/A/S 

HOW  DID  THEY 


ON  THE 
B£OZ 

THE  ONLY 
WAY  THEY 
GOT  THERE 


16  THEY 

FELL  OUT 

OF  SOME 

MAN  5 

PANTS  , 

POCKET/ 


BUT  YOU  TOLD  YOURSELF  THAT  THEY  WERE  PETTY, 
UNWORTHY  SUSPICIONS...  UNTIL  ONE  DAY,  WHEN 
YOU  MANAGED  TO  GET  HOME  EARLY.../ 


NO... NOT  SINCE  THE 
MILKMAN  THIS       _, 
MORNING...  WHY? 
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THEM  YOU  SAW  HER  AGAINST 
THE  LIGHT....' 


you  RAN 
AROUND 


I  TOOK  A 
BATH...WHAT5 
THE  MATTER? 


X  SAW  BILL  DALY'S  CAR 
LEAVING  AS  J  GOT  HOME/ 
WE'RE  THROUGH, 
BITCH/ 


IT  WAS  CRAZY,  BUT  THE  MORE  IT  HURT  THE 
MORE  VOU  HATED  HER;THE  MORE  YOU  WANTED 
H ER...  'THEN,  ONE  DAY,  yOU  SAW  THAT  SWEET  KID 
SARAH  LOOKING  AT  yOU  ....' 


SHE'S 
ALWAYS 
A  CRUSH 
ON 


HI,  SARAH /DOING 
ANYTHING  TONIGHT? 


NO. ...'I  MEAN 
I... YOU  AREN'T 
ASKING...!  MEAN 
YOU'RE  MARRIED/ 


YOU'D  NEVER  THOUGHT  OF  STARTING 
UP  WITH  HER,  ALTHOUGH  YOU  KNEW 
SHE'D  DO  ANYTHING  YOU  ASKED--..' 


I  LEFT  MY  WIFE.. 
HADN'T  YOU  HEARD? 
I  WANT  YOU  TO 
HAVE  DINNER 
WITH  fAB... 


GEE,  X 
DON'T 
KNOW.' 


YOU  TOOK  HER  TO  ALL  YOUR 
SPECIAL  PLACES/THE  PLACES  YOU 
USED  TO  TAKE  RUTH-.ANP  you 
FOUND  YOURSELF  BECOMING 
VERY FOA/P  OF  HER  . . . .' 
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RUTH  HAD  AN  EXCELLENT  LAWYER. 


YOU  CLAIM  THAT  YOU 
STARTED  YOUR  AFFAIR 
IN  REVENGE.'?  PO  YOU 
HAVE  ANy/>y?Oa*OF0 
YOUR  WIPES  INFIPELITV? 


LOOKS  BAD  FOR  US. ..TRY TO 
TALK  TO  HER  ON  YOUR  OWN.' 
IT'S  THE  ONLY  WAY7 
TO  SALVAGE  t— "-/  CHRIST, 
SOMETHING..././   I  DON'T  WANT 


BUT  YOU  WENT. 


RUTH,  I  MUST^  SURE, 
TALK  TO  YOU  J   WHY 
...MAY  1       -^_  NOT? 
COME  IN? 


WELL,  MY 
BOSS  FIRED 
ME- DIDN'T 
LIKE  THE 
PUBLICITY../. 


I'VE  COME 
TO  BE©  FOR 
MERCY... 'LEAVE 
ME  SOMETHING 
TO  UV£  ON, 
RUTH,-  -' 


/H&Ky/Asa/voHT 

YOU  KNOW  HOW  MUCH 
I  DCSPfSE  YOU?  HOW, 

i  HAreo 

70  have  I    RUTH, 

YOU       }/>t£ASe.. 
TOl/Cff  /      THE 

ME?  ^CHILDREN-- 


WHAT  PO  YOU  CARE? 
THEY'RE  A*OT  YO&G 


/JMppewv/iLLe/ 

NEXT  STOP      , 
UURELKURST' 


IT  WAS  BILL  DAL1// 
6UPDENLY  WHAT  HE  WAS 
SAYING  PENETRATEP... 


AS  HE  WENT  TO  WORK  ON  YOUR 
FACE,  YOU  REMEMBERED  HE  WAS 
A  NAVY  BOXING  CHAMPION  ....' 


AS  YOU  NEAR  THE 
HOUSE....' 


PALY'SCAX/VVl. 
GST  &OT//OF  THEM-' 


BUT  AS  VOU  CIRCLE 
ROUND  TO  THE  BACK 
DOOR,  YOU  PASS  AN 
OPEN  WINDOW....' 


WHATEVER  IT  WAS,  ITS 
OVER.../I  DONT/*M7£" 
HER  ANY  MORE....' I 
DON'T  LOV£  HER  ANy 
i MORE.../  I'M  fiR££J 


IM  CALLING  ABOUT 
MISS  SARAH  REED. 
IS  SHE...       ^ 

THANK 
GOP/CM 
SWETAIK? 


SA/eA///OH,eARAH,  HONEy 
IT'S  GOING  TO  BE  ALL 
RIGHT. 

yes, 

I'LL  GET 

THERE 

AS  SOON 


THE  EXACT  SAME  INSTANT  LUKE  THE 
Wt/KE  EMERGED  FROM  SUS-SRACE.THE 
SOLAR  COMMANO  HAO  ►*•  SHIP  T/PEP, 
HIS  CARGO  5CANNEP,  HIS  ONBQAPP  COM- 
PUTER A/teS  RIFLEP  ANP  THE  PILOT 


THEY  WANTEP.  THE  ONLY  THINS  THEY 
PIPN'T  HAVE  WAS  LUKE  HIMSELF.  BUT 

THAT,  TOO,  WOUt-P  COME. 


'ECTEP,  LUKE  (ACTUALLY,    CECIL 
ST.  SWITHENS,  8UT  NOT  EVEN  HIS 
MOM  CALLED  HIM  CECIL)  BURST  INTO 
SOLAR  SBACE  SMACK  IN  THE  ASTEROID 
BELT  BETWEEN  JUPITER  AND  MARS. 
NOT  THAT  LUKE  WAS  BECOMING  Wff- 
DICTABIE;  THERE  WAS  JUST  NO 
BETTER  WAY  FOR  A  SMUGGLER  TO 
SNEAK  INTO  THE  SOLAR  SYSTEM 
FROM  SUB- SPACE  ANP  AVOID  DE"- 
TECTION  BY  THE  CUSTOMS 
OAT/C/ALS.ANP  LUKE  THE  NUKE, 
THE  SMUGGLER  FOLK  HERO,  WAS 
STRICTLY  UNACCUSTOMED  TO 
CUSTOMS. 


)  WHEN  LUKE  APPEARED,  HIGH- 
BALLING IT  THROUGH  THE  COSMOS  IN 
HIS  PUAL- THRUST  PLUTONIUM  DRIVE 
\    SPEEPSHIP,  HEAPED  EARTHWARP, 
;    FOUR  SPECIALLY   OUTFITTEP  CUTTERS 
DRIVEN  BY  THE  SOLAR-  COMMANDS 
CRACK  TEAM  OF  SMUGGLE&- 
CHASE0S,  WERE  THERE  TO  GREE 
HIM. 


Author:  JIM  STENSTRUM/lllustrator:  RUDY  NEBRES 
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TO  HELP  US  H  LUKE  THE  NUKE  WAS  AMONG  THE  MOST  NOTOR IOUS 

UNPER5TANP  THE  I  CUSTOM  RUNNERS  IN  ONE  HUNDRED  AND  SIXTY 
/ViAD  CHASE  THAT   ■  YEARS  OF  5UBSPACE  TRANSPORTATION.   HE 
FOLLOWEP,  LET       Z,  HIMSELF  HAD  BEEN  IN  OPERATION  ONLY 
US  CONSIDER        1  FIFTEEN  MONTHS,  SUT  WAS  ALREADY  RE- 
LUKE  AND  ■  SARPED  BY  HIS  PEERS  AS  THE  FINEST  SINGLE 
HIS                      ^  RUNNER  SINCE  8IGT/MG  3£NA/Y  BISMARCK 
SITUATION.  SCORCHED  THE  SPACEWAYS. 


WHAT  MAPS  LUKE  SO  SPECIAL  WAS  NO 
MORE  COMPLICATED  THAN  THIS  :  HE 
ALWAYS  BROUGHT  HIS  CARGO  IN. 
EVERY  T/Me.    THROUGH  METEOR 
STORMS  WITH  ONE  ENGINE  SHUT  POWN, 
AND  CARRYING  NOTHING  MORE  VALUABLE 
THAN  A  CRATE  OF  TARIFF- FREE  CHOC- 
OLATES,   LUKE  BROUGHT  IT  IN. 

ANOTHER  THING  ABOUT  LUKE  //HICH     ' 
PARTICULARLy  ENDEARED  HIM  TO  HIS 
CUSTOMERS,  WAS  THAT  HE  WOULD 
TAKE  ON  ANY  KIND  OF  CARGO.  STOLEN     • 
MERCHANDISE,  EXPLOSIVES,  WEAPONS,   .- 
MONEY,  DRUGS,  FOOD,  ANIMALS,  PEOPLE    fc 
LUKE  ASKEP  NO  QUESTIONS. 


ON  THIS  RUN,  LUKE  WAS  DELIVER- 
ING SOME  ILLEGAL  ALIENS  TO  PICK 
ORANGES  ON  EARTH.  SMUGGLING 
ALIENS  FOR  SLAVE  LABOR  WAS  NOT 
A  SERIOUS  CRIME  . .  .NOT  LIKE 
SMUGGLING  CeNTAURI  SVELT- 
CATS... SUT  IT  WAS  THE  BEST 
LUKE  COULD  DO  AT  THE  TIME. 


I'M  APPALLED 
LAPY,  XTAUSE 
X    YOU'RE  A      ^ 
BALP  LADY 


BEHIND  THE  CONTROLS,  OBLIVIOUS  TO 
EVERYTHING  BUT  THE   EARTH-COUNTRY 
MUSIC  TWANGING  THROUGH  HIS  STEREO- 
PHONES,  LUKE  DIP  NOT  HEAR  THE  WARN- 
INGS OF  THE  SOLAR  COMMAND.  HE  PIO 
SEE  AN  ANNOYING  FLASHING  LIGHT  ON 
THE  COMMO  PANEL,  ANP  CLICKED  IT 
OFF  DEAD. 


ONCE  THE  COMMO  LINE  WAS  CUT, 
THE  SOLAR  CUTTERS  LEVELED 
PIPE  ON  LUKE'S  SHIP  IN  EARN- 
EST. BUT  LUKE  ROLLED  AND 
LOOPED,  AND  SUDDENLY  PUT 
ON  A  SUPRlSING  BURST  OF 
SPEED.   IT  WAS  ALL  THE 
CUTTERS  COULD  DO  JUST  TO 

Keep  up  with  him. 


fer.  A. 


fM- 


SPEEDING  VIOLENTLY  PAST  MARS. 
LUKE'S  DESTINATION  FLASHED 
SUDDENLY  INTO  SIGHT:  A  TINY 
SPECK  FORTY  MILLION  MILES 
AWAY.   THE  PLANET  EARTH. 


_A 


ON  EARTH,  AT  THE  OTHER  END  OF 
THE  RUN,  WAS  HOME  PLATE:  A 
SECRET  SMUGGLER  HANGAR  HIPPEN 
INSIDE  AN  ARTIC  ICEBERG.  AT  THE 

CONSOLE,  LUKE'S  PARTNERS . . . 
RUNNERS  /Mi..rHEEREPHIMON  AS 
THEY  WATCHED  HIS  ADVENTURE 
ON  REMOTE  RADAR. 


DEAP  AHEAD:  A  GIANT«/«  TRANSPORT  PLODDING 
HOME  FROM  URANUS.  LUKE  DIDN'T  SLOW,  DIDN'T 
VEER  OFF.  HIS  PURSUERS  STUCK  FAST  TO  HIM,  BUT 
■      STOPPED  THEIR  FIRING  WHEN  THEV  SAW  THE  WORP 
ii    "FUEL"  PROMINENTLY  DISPLAYED  ON  THE  TRANS- 
PORT'S HULL. 


INCREDIBLY,  LUKE  DIP  NOT  PULL  OUT  OP  HIS  DEAD-ON  COURSE  WITH  THE  TRANSPORT,  BUT  INSTEAD  PLUNGED^ 
THROUGH  IT,  ZIGZAGGING  PAST  ITS  MASS  OF  EXPOSED  MACHINERY  AND  BEAMS,  ANP  OUT  AGAIN  WITHOUT    $<V 
ANY  FAINT  SCRATCHED.  THE  PURSUIT  SHIPS  DIDN'T  EVEN  CONSIDER  SUCH  A  MANIACAL  STUNT    TH£Y  SIDE- 
STEPPED THE  TRANSPORT  ON  TIPTOES  . 


IN  ALL  THE  RAZZLE-DAZZLE, 
TWO  OF  THE  PURSUIT  CRAFT 
NEVER  REALIZED  THEY  WERE 
ON  A  COLLISION  COURSe . 

LUKE  WAS  AWAY  AND  LOCKED 
INTO  OVERDRIVE  BEFORE 
THE  SHIPS  EXPLODED  IN  A 
NOVA-LIKE  DISPLAY  OF  FIRE- 
WORKS. THE  FINAL  PURSUIT 
CRAFT,  THE  TEAM-LEAPEPl 
SPED  RIGHT  AFTeR  Hl/V\ . 


ALL  THE  ELABORATE  MEA5-     : 
1    URES  THAT  WENT  INTO  THIS       S 
OPERATION:  THE  FABULOUS 
3j§    SYSTEM  OF  PECTOR  SCREENS 
1?    INSTALLED  IN  THE  ASTEROID 
.      BELT,  THE  REFITTING  OF  THE 
-   ■■    PURSUIT  SHIPS,  THE  TRAINING      j 
'   OF  THE  SPECIAL  CHASER  TEAM  « 
...NONEOF  IT  COULD  BE  CO-       I 
ORDINATED  SATISFACTORILY  % 

ENOUGH  TO  STOPCi/KE  THE 
NUKE  ! 


O 


FED  BY  RAGE  ALONE,  THE  LAST  CHASER    MUSTERED  ALL  HIS  SPEED  INTO  ONE 
FEROCIOUS  LUNGE.  NEARLY  CLIMBING  ONTO  LUKE'S   BACK     THE  CHASER 
'ZEROED  IN  WITH  HIS  SUPERLASEHS.   in  A  MOMENT  MORE  LUKE  WOULD 
BE  LOCKED  INTO  HIS  SIGHTS. 


YET,  INSIDE  LUKE'S 
SHIP,  LUKE  REMAINED 
BLITHELY  INATTENT- 
IVE TOANYTHINS  EVEN 
VAGUELY  PRESENT 
TENSE.  AS  HIS  ALIEN 
PASSENGERS  WRESTLED 
ON  THE  FLOOR  OVER 
EIGHT  EXTRA  ACES  IN 
THE  CARP  GAME,  LUKE 
NURSED  H/S  FIFTH  OF 
"     OLD  NUCLEAR  PILE 
090  PROOF /ONE  PART 
DEPLETED  URANIUM 
TAILS).  HE  CONTINUEP 
STOKING  UP  THIS  WAY 
'TIL  HIS  EARS 

WHISTLED. 

-^ 


THE  SPACE  JIG  CONTINUED,  BUT  THE  LAST  CHASER  WOULP  NOT  SHAKE.  FINALLY,  THEY  CAME  UPON  ANOTHER,  FAR 
LARGER,  SRACEWHEEL,  STILL  BEING  CONSTRUCTED.  AS  A  GIANT  SOLAR  MIRROR  WElPEP  ONE  OF  THE 

WHEEL'S  CORRIDORS.  LUKE  ANP  HIS  SHAPOW  ZOOV>EP  OEAO  JOWARD  IT.  , 


BUT  SUDDENLY,  LUKE  WAS  UNDER 
ATTACK  AGAIN,  BY  A  SORT  OF 
LAST  LINE  OF  DEFENSE  RECENTLY 
INSTALLED  BY  CUSTOMS  AGAINST  ' 
USING  UNAUTHORIZED  ENTRY     ■ 
ROUTES  TO  EARTH. 


OVER  THE  ARTIC  OCEAN, 
LUKE'S  SHIP  MANAGED 
TO  SURVIVE  BE-ENTBV, 
BUT  ONLY  JUST  BARELY. 
BLACKENEO,  BURNINS, 

WITH  AN  INCREDIBLE 
TRAIL  OF  BLACK  SMOKE 
AND  FIRE  BELCHING  FROM 

BOTH  ENGINES ,  THE 
SEVERELY  CRIPPLED  SHIP 
HOBBLED  TOWARD.* 
SINGLE  UNDISTINGUISHED 
'CE8ERG ,  HOME  PLATE 
WAS  IN  SIGHT. 


OUTSIDE,  THE  MASSIVE  ICE  WALLS  PULLED 
APART,  EXPOSING  THE  ICEBERG'S  BOGUS 
METAL  CORE.  THE  INNER  POORS  TOO, 
SLOWLY  SEPERATED  WITH  AN  EERIE,  PAIN- 
FUL GROAN...! 


<ss*-^mr  t 
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Si]   BUT  AS  LUKE  PREW  VERY VERY  NEAR,  IT  WAS 


" 


[J    NOT  GOING  TO  BE  ALL  THE  WAY 0P£A/ BY  THE    1 
1    TIME  HE  GOT  THERE .  GEARS  SCREAMED  AS  «ter 
I    THE  ENTRANCEP  WIPENED.  BUT  SLOWLY...      * 
™  MUCH  TOO  SLOWLY/ 


/r: 


=>> 


THEN,  AT  THE  LAST  POSSIBLE  INSTANT, 
LUKE  TURNEP  THE  SHIP  SIDEWAYS, 
ALIGNING  HIMSELF  PRECISELY  TO 
FIT  BETWEEN  THE  POORS.  AS  HE  AP- 
PROACHED, THE  HANGAR  CREWSCRAM- 
BLEP  EVERYWHICHWAY  ..ANYTHING 
JUST  TO  AVOID  LUKE'S  FIREBALUNG 
SHIP. I 


LUKE  GOT  THROUGH  THE  POORS.  SUT  WITHOUT  ANY  WAY  TO  LANP,  HE 
CRASHED  INTO  THE  HANGAR,  CARTWHEELING  ON  HIS  SIPE  OVER  ANP 
OVER.  WHOLE  SECTIONS  OF  THE  SHIP  BEING  THROWN  OFF  AiS  IT 
TWISTED  ITSELF  INTO  A  SMOKING  BALL  OF  ALUMINUM . 


mm 


JC^ 


■j-ii 


* 


^^WMBB 


SB 


no  longer  surning),the  ship  looked  like  nothing  more  than  a  heap 
of  barely  fastened  metal  sits.  it  only  mape  sense  that  luke  and 
his  passengers  should  &s  uninjured.  untouched,  anp  (well  luke 
anyway;  not  in  the  least  bit  shaken  by  the  episode 


*Wl 


^siikt 


my 


SURE,  LUKE.  MAN,  THE  W 

you  outran  those  four  sc 
commahp  ships!  aw 300s/ else  would  1 
surrendered  before  trying  those; 
crazy  stunts  you  pulled.' 
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Author:  JAN  STRNAD/lllustrator:  RICHARD  CORBEN 


+-+ 


4-+ 


WHAT'S  HER 
CONDITION,  MA/? 


**' THlMl 


V^'j 


■ 


«f 


SEVERE  PHYSIOLOGICAL 
TRALWA.SEMI-COMATOSE. 
MULTIPLE  LACERATIONS... 


,-r    . 


...  CONTUSIONS.  ANP 
PROBABLE  INTERNAL 
BLEEPING.  CERVICAL 
INFECTION !  NEISSERIA 
GONORRHOEAE.  I7A 
REQUESTING 
iNTERVENTION. 


»  L_  1 

j^BA         ■■■?'■  - 

NEGATIVE! 
INTERVENTION  DENIED!    1 
STAY  ON  ITAWHILE,MAX. 
SEE  WHAT 
L            PEVELOPS!               J 

WV.              y^B^HLV  '^%^^'^^fcJt       ^^1 

^^^       '-■^^^Be 

...but  is  pim6nto  who 
take  care  of  prettv 
lapy;  pimento  give 

SOU  viwav  M£P/C//V£.'     HJB 
PIMENTO  PO.OTSCT            \/fm 
SOU  FROM--!                    1  ^aflF 

«w. ...     J  TVj 

i 

^ _ 

;"  — ***^^ 

iRr     Sm 

*Sk  ^fl 

?     1 

ten^N 

■*■  ""1:  *     *    *     >Bt    -,  ^*- 

=?-^i/:j 

^    V     "\i         ■ 

^f-\jSg 

I  POMT  KNOW  ABOUT  THAT, 
BUT  I  PISOBEVEP  ORPERS 
ANP  BROUGHT  HER  BACK 
#£•«£,  TO  THE  HOSPITAL!  I 
SOT  THROWN  IN  PRISON  FOR 
IT  ANP  I  PON'T  EVEN  KNOW 
IF  THE  SONS  OF 
glTCHES'LL/Vf^HEg 


ANP  WHAT  OF  THE 
[^MUTANT?  PiP  VOUKILL  HI**  J 

■BK      Si                                  -     *- 

NO,  HE  WAS  TOO  W£/RK  TO 
CAUSE  ANY  TROUBLE.  HE'D  1 

LOST  A  LOT  OF  BLOOP. 
PROBABLY  <JOW  BY  NOW. 

...      >       l"         * 

CONTINUEP  NEXT  ISSUE.' 


a  short 
but  wonder  ous 
parable  called... 


FOR  SOME  REASON  I'VE  NEVER  BEEN  ABLE  TO 
FIGUPE  OUT,  STORIES  LIKE  THIS  ONE  ALWAYS 
SEEM  TO  START  WITH  "ONCE  UPON  A  TIME!" 


YOU  KNOW,  LIKE  "ONCE  UPON  A  VMS,  IN  A  KINGPOM  BY  THE  SEA  ....'" 
OR  'ONCE  UPON  A  TIME,  IN  THE  LANP  OF  NOP....'"  OR  'ONCE  UPON  A 
TIME,  IN  A  CHEAP  GIN  JOINT  ON  SIRIUS  TZ . . .  !  "  THAT  SORT  OF  STUFF.' 


WELL,  NEVER  BEING  ONE  TO  BREAK  WITH 
TRAPITION,  1  MIGHT  AS  WELL  START  OFF 
THE  SAME.'  SO  HERE  GOES. . ..' 


ONCE  UPON  A  TIME,  THIS  WORLP  WAS  GR66N 
...THE  A\R  WAS  PPESH...1»B  EARTH  WAS 
ftlCH. .  .THE  SEAS  WERE  PURE. ...' 


BUT  THAT  WAS  ONLY  ONCE  UPON  A  TIME, 
BEFORE  THE  PAY  OF-... 


THE 


Author:  LEN  WEIN/lllustrators:  MIKE  NASSAR  and  ALFREDO  ALCALA 
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THESE  PAYS,  THE  AIR  IS  GRAV...ANO  THE 
EARTH  ie  BLACK. ..MO  THE  5EA5  BROWN... 

THE  WORLP  IS  DESOLATES 


EXCEPT,  THAT  IS,  FOR 
THE  BLACK  TOWE&! 


THAT  LONELY  /V\ONOLITH/C  STRUCTURE  WHICH 

RISES  LIKE  SOME  SORT  OF  OBSCENE 
PHALLUS  FROM  THE  SWIRLING  PUSTANP 
ASHES  THAT  SURROUNP  IT. 


H€Y.'  THAT  SOUNPED 
PRETTY  PAMNEP  GOOP.' 
Y'KNOW,  THIS  STORY- 
TELLING STUFF  ISN'T 
HALF- AS  TOUGH  A<z> 
ITS  CRACKEP  UP  TO  BE.' 

NOW  WHERE  WAS  I? 
OH,  YEAH....' 


ON  THE  SlPE  OF  THE  TOWER,  THERE  IS  A 
POOR  CONSTRUCTEP  BY  CRAFTSMEN 
LONG  SINCE  FORGOTTEN,  ANP  RUSTED 
SHUT  WITH/IGfi/ 


IT  WOULP  TAKE  A  MAN  WORKING 
WITH  A  HAMMER,  CHISEL  ANP 

IASERTORCH  BETTER  THAN  HALF 
A  PAY  TO  OPEA/  THAT  POOR....' 


ANP  |F  HE  STILL  HAP  THE  STRENGTH 
ANP  INCLINATION.  ..NOT  TO  MENTION 
THE  COURAGE. .  .TO  STEP  THROUGH 
THAT  POOR  WHEN  HE  WAS  PCWE,  HE 
WOULPN'T  REALLY  FINP  MUCH. ..  .' 
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IT'S  AT  THE  BOTTOM  OF  THE  PIT, 
POWN  A  LONG,  CORROPEP  LAPDER 
SET  PRECARIOUSLY  INTO  ITS  SIPE, 
THAT  THINGS  FINALLY  BEGIN  TO 
GET  INTERESTING   . . 


BECAUSE  ITS  THERE  THAT  YOU'LL 

FINP  THE  people.' 


5344  T 


K  -/ 


^i^&s^-  ^,i  jr-C'^VV" 


YEAH.../  THE  PeOPLE.'  I 
KNEW  THIS  SO-CALLEP  STORY 
WAS  MISSING  SOMETHING! 
OUESTION  /VOtV  IS. . .  WHAT  TO 
«J  WITH  THEM.' 


WELL,  LETS  TRY  THIS....' 


THE  PEOPLE  STUMBLE 
THROUGH  THE  WINP- 
ING  CCRRIPORS  BE- 
NEATH THE  BLACK 
TOWER  LIKE  ANTS... 


...SCURRYING  HERE 
ANP  THERE  WITH 
HEAVY  BURPEN5  ON 
THEIR  BACKS,  ALWAYS 

WORKING,  ALWAYS 
BUSV,  NEVER 

KNOWING  PEST....' 


WHAT  THEY 
PO  KNOW  IS 
FeAH...) 
GUT- LEVEL, 
OVERWHELM- 
ING FEAR' 


THE  Kl  NP  THAT 
IAITIMIPATES 
VOU... BREAKS 

YOU. ..SO  THAT 
YOU'P  RATHER 

PO  NOTHING 
THAN  TO  RISK 

POING  ANY- 
THING »v*cwe.' 
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yOU  HAVE  TO  UNPERSTAND. 
YOU  CAN'T  REALLY  BLAME 
THE  PEOPLE  FOR  THEIR 
FEARS.'  AFTER  ALL,  THEY 
SERVE  THE  BOX!  AND  THE 
BOX  IS  A  PEMANO/NG 
MASTER.' 


yes... rue  box!  it's  about 

TIME  WE  TALKED  ABOUT 

THE  BOX.'  PROBABLY 
SHOULD'VE  PONE  IT  SACK  AT 
THE  BEGINNING .'  DON'T 
KNOW  HOW  GUYS  LIKE 
AESOP  EVER  MANAGED  TO 
MAKE  A  LIVING  AT  THIS/ 


THE  FUNNY  THING  IS,  THE 
BOX  HAD  REALLY  SEEMED 
LIKE  A  6000  /#fi4  AT  THE 
TI/V1E  .'  THE  /MEN  WHO  IN- 
VENTED IT  THOUGHT  THEY 
WERE  POlNG  THEIR  WORLD 
A  GREAT  SERVICE! 


HERE,  AT  LAST,  WAS  THE 
PERFECT  LEARNING  TOOL 
...THE  ULTIMATE  /MEANS 
OF  COMMUNICATION! 


THEY  THOUSHT  THE  BOX  WOULD 

SERVE  THEIR  PEOPLE  S£i^- 

LESSLY,  UNHESITANTLY. ...' 

BUT  IT  WASN'T  VERY  LONG 

BEFORE  We/  WERE  SERVING 

IT! 


just  how  |m£%£  each  person 
served  the  box  coulp  be 
determined  by  the  size 
of  the  burden  that  he 
carried.'  the  burden  of 
those  going  up  the  stairs, 
for  instance,  was  much 
greater  than  the  burden 
carried  by  those  coming 
down,' 


AND  THAT,  IN  TURN,  WAS 
RESPONSIBLE  FOR  THE  ONLY 

OTHER  EMOTION  THESE 
PEOPLE  EVER  FELT:  PURE, 
UNADULTERATED  JEALOUSY! 
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VA&J*K 


LOOK,  I  KNOVJfiEAH,ANP 
JEALOUSY  AREN'T  EXACTLY 
THE  TWO  MOST  APPEALING 
EMOTIONS  TO  TALK  ABOUT. 
BUT  THERE  ISN'T  VERY  MUCH 
X  CAN  PO  ABOUT  THAT.' 


I'M  JUST  TELLING  THIS  STORY 
LIKE  IT  /S,  TO  COIN  A  CLICHE. 
AND  THE  WAY  IT  IS  IN  THIS 
NAMELESS,  GOD-FORESAKEN 

WORLD  IS..  lousy.' 


IN  THIS  SOCIETY  OF  THE 
PEOPLE  WHO  SERVE  THE 
BOX,  THE  BURDEN  ONE 
CARRIES   /S 
EVERYTHING. . . 


...ANP  GOP  HELP  YOU 
IF  YOU  SHOULP  EVER 
FALTER  IN  YOUR  PUTY! 


YOU  SEE,  IT  POESN'T 
REALLY  /MATTER 
HOW  WELL  yOU 
SERVED  THE  BOX  IN 
THE  PAST...  HOW  MUCH 
YOU'VE  PEP  17  AND 
A/UTUQEP  IT. . .  HO W 

much  you've  com- 
tgibutgo  10  its 

RELENTLESS 
GROWTH.../ 


THE  BOX  ONLY  WANTS 
TO  KNOW  WHAT 

you've  pone  for  it 

LATELY....'  AND 

THOSE  WHO  CAN'T 
CARRY  THEIR  FAIR 
SHARE  OF  THE  &W>. . 


..WELL,  LET'S  JUST  SAY  THAT  THEY'RE 
EXPENDABLE • 
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OKAY,  THAT  COVERS  THE  SETTING... THE 
CHARACTERS. . .  A  LIT  TLE  DRA/WA  . . . 
A  LITTLE  PATHOS...!  IS  THERE  ANYTHING 

i  missed? 


OH,  yBAH...  A  PLOT.'  THAI'S  GOING  TO  BE 
A  LITTLE   TOUGHER.  BUT  HELL,  I'VE 
GOTTEN  W//S   FAR.' 


GUESS  IT'S  TIME  TO  TALK  ABOUT  THE  /?0CVW 
AT  THE  ENP  OF  THE  TUNNEL! 


IT  ISN'T  EVERYONE  IN  THE 
SOCIETY  OF  THE  BOX  WHO  IS 
PRIVILEGEP  TO  CNTER  THIS 
ROOM.  THERE  /(RE  THOSE  IN 
FACT,  WHO  SPENP  THEIR  EN- 
TIRE LIVES  WITHOUT  EVER 
KNOWING  OF  ITS  BXIST- 
ENCE...! 

THOSE  WHO  ARE  PERMITTED 

TO  ENTER,  OO  SO  WITH  THE 

GREATEST  REVERENCE 

ANP  FEALTY. 


FOR  THIS  ROOM  IS  THE  VEPY 
TEMPLE  OF  THE  BOX 

ITSELF.' 


IT  15  A»£/?e  IN  THE 
SPRAWLING  ARENA  WHICH 

SURROUNDS  THE  BOX , 
THAT  THE  PRIVILEGEP  HAVE 
COME  TO  WORSHIP... TO  SIT 
TRANSFIXED  FOR  HOURS  ON 
ENP  BEFORE  THE  AWESOME 
MECHANISM  WHICH  HAS  BE- 
COME THEIR  SOP.'  THEY 
COME  TO  WITNESS  THE  BOX'S 
LATEST  RB/BLATIONS...! 


THAT  IS,  UNTIL  THEY  HAVE... 
COMB  TODAY. 


YOU  SEE,  LIKE  ANY  GOP,  THE  BOX  HAS 
STARTEP  TO  BECOME  A  VICTIM  OF  ITS 
OWN  OMNIPOTENCE!  IT  HAS  BEEN  THE 
CENTRAL  FOCUS  OF  ITS  PEOPLE'S  LIVES 
FOR  SO  LONG  THAT  THEY  HAVE  BEGUN  TO 
dW*40»TH«R  REVERENCE..  .THEIR  BE- 
LIEF! 


THE  MORE  THE  BOX  GIVES  ITS  PEOPLE, 
THE  MORE  THEY  REQUIRE.  AND  THE 
MORE  THE  BOX  PRODUCES  TO  FULFILL 
THAT  NEEP,  THE  SHODDIER  ITS  ULTIMATE 


ITS   WHAT5  CALLEP  THE  LAW  OF 
DIMINISHING  RETURNS' 


SLOWLY,  8UT  SURELY,  THE  ONCE-FAITHFUL 
ARE  GROWING  BORED  WITH  THE  BOX.  ANP 
THE  BOX,  IN  TURN,  IS  GROWING  06SP6RATE! 


ANP  THAT  IS  WHY  TODAY  THE  BOX  IS  APPLYING 
EVER/THING  IT  KNOWS  TO  A  SINGLE  LAST- 
PITCH  EFFORT  TO  SATISFY  ITS  VORACIOUS 
SUBJECTS.' 


THE  BOX  IS  APDlNG  ALL  THE  BASIC 
INGREDIENTS  TO  THE  EQUATION  OF  IIS 
SURVIVAL:  A  HEROIC  IMAN...A  BEAUTIFUL 
•VO/VMW...THE  HOPES  OF  A  HUNGRY 
IVORLD...  ANP  THE  PRONIISE  OF  LIFE 
EVERLASTING....' 


WITH  A  RUMBLING  HUSH,  THE  POOR  IS 

SEALED... THE  TEMPLE  OF  THE  BOX 

ACTIVATED. 


THE  FAITHFUL  CLASP  THEIR  HANPS  IN 
FERVENT  PRAYER,  HOPING  AGAINST 
HOPE  THAT  THIS  REVELATION  WILL 
PROVE  MORE  THAN  THE  SUM  OF  ITS 
PARTS... 


...THAT  IT  WILL  CONTAIN  SOME  NEW 
TRUTH  THAT  WILL  GIVE  THEM  THE 
STRENGTH  TO  CONTINUE  THEII?  WORSHIP. 
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THE  REVELATION!  IS 
TESTEP...ANP  FOUND 
WANTING...! 


ANP  THE  PISAPPOINT- 

MENT  CAN  BE  FELT 
ACROSS  THE  LENGTH 
AND  BREADTH  OF  THE 
WORLD  AS  AN  ALMOST 
TANGIBLE  THING.' 


WITH  A  LOW,  MOANING 
SIGH,  THE  SOCIETY  OF 
THE  PEOPLE  WHO  WOR- 
SHIP THE  BOX,  Pies. . . 
OF  A  COLLECTIVE 
BROKEN  HEART! 


IT  IS  THE  FIRST  TIME 
IN  RECORDED  H/STOHy 

THAT  AN  ENTIRE 

CIVILIZATION  WAS 

EVER  CANCELLED 

BECAUSE  OF  LOIN 

RATINGS.' 


AND  THAT'S  IT!  THAT'S 
ALL  I  HAVE  TO  TELL 

you!  I  SUPPOSE 

THERE'S  A  MORAL  TO 

THIS  STORY  IN  THESE 

SOMEWHERE! 


BUT  I'LL  BE  DAMNED 
IF  I  CAN  FIND  IT.' 


CALL  IT  FUTURE 
SEX  FANTASIES? 

I've  just  received  the  latest  issue  of 
1984,  and  after  reading  it,  felt  both  ripped 
off  and  insulted.  I  believe  you  should  reti- 
tle  this  magazine  "Stagnant  Illustrated 
Sleazy  Porn."  It  certainly  would  give  the 
buyer  a  better  idea  of  what  your  magazine 
contains. 

Don't  think  I'm  speaking  out  against 
adult  comics.  I  highly  enjoy  both  Richard 
Corben's  and  Nicola  Cuti's  stories.  How- 
ever, not  even  these  two  excellent  authors 
can  make  up  for  the  rest  of  the  pap  served 
up  to  us  in  1984. 

Every  single  story  written  by  Bill  DuBay 
contains  cutesy-pie  language  and  trashy 
slang,  neither  of  which  is  funny  or  in  the 
least  bit  a  turn-on. 

It  enraged  me  when  Mr.  DuBay  had  the 
audacity  to  script  into  two  separate 
stories  that  when  a  woman  is  gang-raped 
or  has  her  insides  blown  to  smithereens 
while  being  sexually  assaulted,  that  she 
dies  in  ecstacy,  or  at  the  very  least, 
contentment.  What  kind  of  bullshit  is 
that? 

Any  woman  or  doctor  can  tell  you  that 
rape  is  extremely  painful  and  that  gang- 
banging  is  definitely  no  fun.  This  sort  of  ir- 
responsible writing  can  only  do  irreversi- 
ble damage  towards  the  attitudes  of  your 
impressionable  younger  readers. 

I  have  always  thought  that  this  sort  of 
rape  fantasy  was  attractive  only  to 
physically  or  mentally  weak  men  who  get 
their  kicks  out  of  pushing  women  around. 
So  isn't  1984  catering  to  a  very  small 
minority? 

Also,  what  is  it  with  the  bold  lettering 
emphasis  on  all  of  the  dirty  words,  or 
words  that  can  be  misconstrued  as  a  coy 
reference  to  sex?  I  feel  like  I'm  reading  a 
book  that  has  been  gone  over  by  some  old 
lady  with  a  red  pen  underlining  all  of  the 
"filth." 

I  don't  really  object  to  the  words  them- 
selves, but  then  neither  do  I  need  them 
blaring  out  at  me  every  time  I  turn  a  page. 
Then  again,  maybe  this  style  of  lettering  is 
for  those  who  like  to  take  a  quick  skim  and 
then  jerk  off  on  the  rememberances.  How 
considerate  of  you. 

J.  HUNT 
Glen  Mills,  Pa. 

Why  not  simply  call  1984  "Bill  DuBay's 
Future  Sex  Fantasies?"  Why  does  adult 
fantasy  always  have  to  mean  male 
oriented  sex  dreams?  Couldn't  it  for  once 
mean  intelligent,  perceptive  and  im- 
aginative fiction? 

I've  waited  years  for  Warren  Publishing 
to  come  out  with  a  science  fiction 
magazine,  only  to  discover  that  science 
fiction  is  taking  a  back  seat  to  DuBay's 
infatuation  with  sex. 

LEE  WIDENER 
Eugene,  Oregon 
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I  want  to  make  one  thing  perfectly  clear: 
I  don't  disgust  easily.  I  admire  Robert 
Crumb  and  Robert  Williams,  although  S. 
Clay  Wilson  strikes  me  as  tedious.  But  I 
can  say  without  reservation  that  the  first 
several  issues  of  1984  are  among  the  most 
disgusting  things  I  have  ever  seen.  They 
give  Nazi  war  atrocities  a  run  for  their 
money. 

No  doubt  you've  received  hundreds  of 
letters  like  this  and  have  dismissed  the 
writers  as  prudes.  But  I  am  prepared  to 
make  my  case  against  the  magazine  and 
the  major  culprit:  Bill  DuBay.  To  summar- 
ize, 1984  is  adolescent,  misogynist,  anti- 
sexual,  hypocritical,  small-minded,  un- 
imaginative and  just  plain  stupid. 

To  be  specific: 

Misogynist:  to  editor/author  Dubay, 
there  are  two  kinds  of  women:  castrating 
bitches  who  are  all  hags,  and  dumb  nym- 
phos  who  are  all  prostitutes.  It  is  never 
even  hinted  that  women  might  be  human 
beings  with  lives  of  their  own,  apart  from 
the  role  they  play  in  the  direct  gratification 
of  men.  As  for  those  who  do  dedicate 
themselves  to  said  gratification,  not  only 
does  DuBay  have  no  respect  for  them 
(they're  all  tramps  anyway),  he  doesn't 
even  like  them  very  much. 

Anti-sexual:  It's  obvious  from  DuBay's 
hatred  of  women  that  he  wouldn't  be  in- 
volved with  sexual  intercourse  at  all  if  his 
right  hand  satisfied  him.  I  can  find  only 
one  story  in  1984  in  which  sexual  inter- 
course is  even  portrayed  as  pleasurable; 
God  forbid  that  love  be  mentioned  any- 
where. 

Adolescent:  The  fear  of  sex  and  the  fear 
of  women  are  basic  traumatic-adolescent 
neuroses.  One  could  also  point  to  DuBay's 
obsession  with  penis  size  as  the  primary 
(in  fact,  the  only)  factor  in  sexual  relation- 
ships. In  each  issue  he  has  had  stories  hi 
which  men  with  large  penises  must  battle 
men  with  small  penises  for  control  of 
women  (who  have  no  say  in  the  matter, 
dumb  nymphos  that  they  are). 

But  DuBay  outdoes  himself  in  "Scourge 
of  the  Spaceways"  in  issue  #2.  It's  his  Tri- 
umph of  the  Will.  It  has  everything:  Hatred 
of  women  taken  to  psychotic  depths  (de- 
nying them  even  the  right  to  exist),  an  ar- 
chaic, chauvinistic  stance,  and  an  obvi- 
ous demonstration  of  repressed  homo- 
sexuality (along  with  the  repressed 
homosexual's  natural  hatred  for  honest 
homosexuals).  Further,  castration,  not  an 
unusual  topic  for  1984,  has  been  a  major 
factor  in  half  a  dozen  stories.  Someone 
ought  to  call  Guinness.  And  last  but  not 
least,  he  has  presented  us  with  an  ample 
dose  of  that  hoariest  of  old  Freudian 
bugaboos:  vagina  dentata!  For  Christ's 
sake! 

Small-minded,  etc:  DuBay  sees  the 
world  as  a  small  island  of  "us,"  meaning, 
for  the  most  part,  white  Anglo  Saxon 
males,  preferably  with  large  penises,  sur- 
rounded by  the  vile  enemy:  Russians, 
Chinese,  politicians,  and  those  with  more 
intelligence  than  DuBay. 

In  two  stories  he  has  had  the  uncivi- 
lized, destroyed  planet  turn  out  to  be 
Earth,  a  plot  gimmick  that  wouldn't  get  out 
of  the  slush  pile  of  the  cheapest  science 
fiction  magazine. 

The  only  thing  that  halfway  saves  1984 
magazine  is  Richard  Corben's  artistic 
presence,  and  I  hope  DuBay  never  gets  his 
hot  little  typewriter  on  that. 

Under  normal  conditions  I  would  simply 
suggest  that  you  give  your  editor  a  pile  of 
old  Heavy  Metal  magazines  to  show  him 
how  a  real  adult  magazine  should  be  writ- 
ten. It  is  my  feeling  that  DuBay  should  be 
dumped  immediately.  It  is  a  crime  to  allow 
this  hopeless  neurotic's  over-worded 
ramblings  to  ruin  the  consistently  excel- 
lent artwork  in  1984. 

R.  FIORE 
No  address 


Bill  DuBay  has  one  hell  of  a  death  wish, 
doesn't  he?  In  the  first  three  issues  of 
1984  he  has  managed  to  author  at  least 
one  story  per  issue  with  enough  contro- 
versial punch  to  get  himself  killed. 

Take  a  look  at  "Last  of  the  Really  Great 
All-American  Joy  Juice"  in  issue  #1.  Have 
you  ever  seen  such  profanity  in  your  life? 
Certainly  not  in  a  funny  book.  I  can  just 
see  the  followers  of  the  Right  Reverend 
Billy  Graham  now,  crucifying  Mr.  DuBay 
for  trouncing  so  vehemently  on  the  sec- 
ond commandment  with  his  fervent, 
almost  fanatical  abuse  of  the  English 
language. 

And  then  there's  issue  #2's  "Scourge  of 
the  Spaceways,"  wherein  the  entire  fe- 
male population  of  the  world  is  maligned 
and  slandered.  If  DuBay  isn't  on  Gloria 
Steinam's  shit  list  after  that,  I  don't  know 
who  is. 

And  will  the  world  ever  be  the  same  af- 
ter "The  Harvest"  in  issue  #3?  Certainly 
race  relations  between  blacks  and  the  rest 
of  the  world  will  hit  an  all-time  low.  All  I 
can  say  is  that  I  hope  Mr.  DuBay  doesn't 
have  to  go  through  Harlem  on  his  way  to 
the  Warren  offices. 

What  is  your  erstwhile  editor  trying  to 
prove?  That  he  can  break  new  ground  and 
exceed  the  already  nonexistant  limits  of 
good  taste  within  the  comics  media?  Is 
this  his  one  man  crusade  to  alienate,  one 
by  one,  every  conceivable  interest  group 
within  the  vast  boundaries  of  Warren's 
distribution  system?  Or  is  the  man  truly 
out  of  his  gourd  and  just  waiting  for  that 
lone  fanatic  who  will  obligingly  make  him 
comicdom's  first  martyr? 

J.F.  HINDERSON 
Stevens,  Texas 

The  next  time  your  excitable  editor 
gets  the  urge  to  write  and  print  the  same 
kind  of  sleazy  crap  he  has  inundated  us 
with  in  the  first  four  issues  of  1984,  you 
can  tell  him  to  roll  up  his  manuscripts  and 
stick  them  where  the  sun  don't  shine! 

CINDY  BRANDT 
Saybrook,  III. 

If  Jim  Warren  wants  to  publish  a  for-real 
"adult"  science  fiction  comic,  then  maybe 
his  excitable  editor  needs  to  grow  up  just 
a  little  bit  first. 

An  adult  comic  magazine  should  be 
more  than  random  storylines  revolving 
around  sexual  goings-on.  Further,  the 
magazine's  "adult"  dialogue  leaves  much 
to  be  desired.  I  rather  doubt  that  1984's 
juvenile  profanity  will  jump  up  and  set  the 
world  afire  as  editor  Bill  DuBay  so  ob- 
viously hopes. 

H.  HOLLUB 
Northport,  Ala. 

letters  continued  on  page  68 


PROLOGUE 


.!TTLE  TOO  SLOW  AND  A  LITTLE  TOO  CAUTIOUS, 
THE  OCTlPEDE  POKED  HIS  NASAL  ASSEMBLY  INTO 
THE  DARKENED  AISLE,  DELIGHTING  IN  A  SUDDEN 
BLAST  OF  SCENT  FROM  HIS  OPPONENT.  ZOCO.  HE 
KNEW,  WAS  SOMEWHERE  IN  THE  BUILDING,  AND  IN 
ANOTHER  MOMENT,  HE  WOULD  HAVE  HIM  PINPOINTEp. 


TO  GG'DINN'S  FINAL  ASTONISHMENT,  THERE  WAS 
ZOCO,  DRENCHED  IN  BATHROOM  DEODORANT AND 

SMELLING  LIKE  FLOWERS.  THE  OCTlPEDE  HAD  MIS- 
TAKEN HIS  SMELL  FOR  THAT  OF  A  GARDEN  DISPLAY. 


A  STUPID  ERROR. ..ONE  WHICH  ZOCO  DID  NOT 
GIVE  THE  OCTlPEDE  TIME  TO  REGRET. 

T1 


IT  WAS  AN  OPD,  SHAL- 
LOW RELATIONSHIP,  TO 
BE  SURE.  AS  WITH  ALL 
THE  WOMEN  IN  ZOCO'S 
LIFE,  FRING  HAP  BECOME 
ENSNARED  IN  HIS  WEB 
OF  PROMISES  AND 
SWEET  LIES,  ONLY  TO 
6E  ABUSED  AND  BAT- 
TERED, OR  NEGLECTED 
TOP  WEEKS  AT  A  TIME , 
AS  WAS  ZOCO'S  HABIT. 


THE  OTHER  WOMEN 
WALKED,  ANP  SO 
SHOULD  HAVE  FRING. 
BUT  BY  THE  TIME 
SHE  DISCOVERED 
ZOCO  FOR  THE  LOW, 
INSENSITIVE  BASTARD 
HE  WAS,  SHE  WAS 
ALREADY  CAUGHT. 
SHE  HAD  MARRIED 
THE  MAN. 


FOR  THE  THREE  YEARS  FRING  ENDURED  ZOCO, HE  HAP 
HER  PERSONAL  TORMENTOR.  DIVORCE 
POSSIBLE;  ZOCO'S  PRIDE  WOULD  NEVER 
TO  IT.  HER  MENTAL  CONDITION  BECAME 
SODES  OF  SLACKER  AND  DEEPER  DE- 
PRESSION, SPIRALING  IRRETRIEVABLY, 
UNTIL  AT  LAST... 

...SHE  WAS  DRIVEN  TO  THE  ONLY  PES- 
,    PERATE  SOLUTION  TO  HER  INS0LUA8LE 
\  PROBLEM. 
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WHEN  THE  FIVE  THOUSAND '-YEAR  OLP  STELLAR  WAR  FINALLY  ENPEP,  IT 
WAS  THE  PEOPLE  OF  N'GGS  P'NING  WHO TRIED  TO  GET  IT  STARTEP 
AGAIN.  NEVER  MINP  THAT  THAT  PLANET  WAS  NEVER  INVOLVED  IN  THE 
CONFLICT.'  THE  WAR  WA5  SUCH  A  BLAST.  SO  TERRIFICALLY  SUPBB- 
SPECTACULAR.  THAT  N'GSS  P'NING  TORQUEP  UP  FOR  MORE. 


I     WHEN  THAT  PlPN'T  WORK  OUT,  THEV  CREATED  THE  KILLGAMB,  AND 
I    THAT  WENT  LIKE  THIS:  TWO  OPPONENTS  TRIED  TO  KILL  EACH  OTHER 
!    TILL  ONE  OF  THEM  WAS  DEAD.  IT  HAP  SWASH  AND  DANGER  AND 
|    NOT  A  LITTLE  0LOOD,  AND  BETS  WERE  MADE  ON  THE  OUTCOME. 

IT  WAS  AWFULLY  POPULAR,  AND  IN  NO  TIME  ALL  THE  OTHER 
1    PLANETS  OF  THE  SYSTEM  ENLISTED  IN  IT.  AS  ONE  N'GGS  D'NING- 
:     IAN  PUT  IT:  "WELL,  ITAIN'T  WAR,  BUT  IT'LL  90  UNTIL  WE  CAN  FINP 
ONE. " 


THE  MEN  WHO  KILLED  FOR  SPORT  WERE  ' 

CALLED  KILLMEN,  AND  THE  GREATEST   ? 

OF  THE  KILL/ViEN  WAS  ZQCO,  WHO  HAD  B 

FORTY- NINE  RU80UTS  TO  HIS  CREDIT.    I 

AND  THOUGH  THERE  WAS  A  KILLMAN    I 

TWO,  THREE,  FOUR,  AND  SO  ON,  NO        i 

'  ONE  SERIOUSLY  APPROACHED  THE  MAN.  I 
.....       .-  ■ 


THI5  LAST 

KILL  WAS  A 

SCHOOLCHUM  OF 

YOURS,  WASN'T 

HE,  ZOCO? 


Author:  ALABASTER  REDZONE/lllustrator:  HERB  ARNOLD 
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FRING,  AAY  LITTLE 
COW...'  WHAT'S  THIS  SHIT 
1  HEAR  ABOUT  yOU  TRYIIM1  TO 
KILL  YOURSELF?  WHERE 
THE  FUCK  ARE  YOUR 
BRAINS,  GIRL?  s\ 

HS§td 


i  ee<5GEO 

YOU  FOR  A  DIVORCE. 
ZOCO.  BUT  YOU  WOULDN'T 
GIVE  IT  TO  ME.  I  DIDN'T 

KNOW  HOW  ELSE  10 
!  AW££  OF  you. 


JBBt 


2jfei 


/     you're  oe«zy, 

'     FRlNG  .'  THE  DOCTOR 
TOLD  ME  THEY'D  BE 
HOLDING  YOU  FOR  PSVCHE- 
7£S7S.  YOU'RE  NOT  RESPON- 1 
SIBLB  FOR  ANYTHING  YOU 
SAY  OR  DO.' 


yOU'PE  A  BEAST, 
ZOCO,  AND  1  DON'T  CARE  WHO 
HEARS  IT.'  THE  ONLY  RELATIONSHIP 
YOU  HAVE  WITH  ANYONE  IS  AS  AN 
OPPONENT!  BUT  I  WON'T  BE 
TORTURED  BY  YOU  ANY  LONSER. 
I'VE  HAD  IT.' 


THAT  NIGHT,  WITHOUT  PERMISSION,  FRING  WALKEP  OUT  OF  THE  HOS- 
PITAL. 8UT  THE  FRIN6  WHO  5NATCHEP  A  NURSE'S  CIVILIAN  CLOTHES, 
PUT  THEM  ON,  ANP  CALMLY  WHISTLEP  PAST  SECURITY  'HAS  NOT  THE 
SAME  FRING  WHO  HAP  SEEN  BROUGHT  INTO  THE  PLACE  ON  A 
STRETCHER  JUST  THE  PAY  BEFORE. 

THIS  WAS  A  NEW  FRING.  A  STRONG  FRING.   A  WOMAN  OF  PETEQ- 
MINATION! 


BACK  AT  THE  APARTMENT,  FRING  CONSIPERED 
HER  PLAN.../ 


TAXI, 
MA'AM? 


BUT  NONE  v— J 
OF  ZOCO'S  OPPON- 
ENTS WERE  PRIVVY 
JOMZSeCffETS, 
KNEW  HIS  MINP 
AS  X  OO. 


I  KNOW  THESE  KILLMAN 
CONVENTIONS'-  GAMBLING,  SEX,  ANP 
UNAPULTERATEP  BULLSHIT.  ZOCO  WILL 
V>8E  GONE  FOR  TWO  OR  THREE  WEEKS    s   i 
AT  LEAST.  NOT  NEARLY  ENOUGH 
TIME  TO  PQEPARE...QU1  IT  WILL 
HAVE  TO  PO. 


FORTUNATELY, 
ZOCO  LEFT  SOME 
CASH  AND  BANK 

BOOKS.  I'LL  TAKE  THEM 
ALL...!  HOWEVER  THIS  j 
THING  WORKS  OUT,  I    " 
WON 

neae 


3  WUKR3  UU  I,  J.  1 
J'T  BE  RETURNING  1 
IBRB  ASAIN.  2--J: 


A  SKIRT? 
THE  KILLGAME? 
SINCE  WHEN? 


> 
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THE  PUST  WAS  STILL  SETTLING  IN  HALF  A  DOZEN  MORE 
RANGES  WHEN  PRING,  ON  THREAT  OF  /)#«•£ ST,  PECIPEP  TO 
TAKE  HER  RIFLE- PRACTICE  TO  A  CABIN  0UT5IPE  THE  CITY  AS 
THE  PAYS  PASSED,  THE  RESULTS  BECAME  NO  MORE  ENCOUR- 
AGING. 


ZOCO  RETURNED  FROM  THE  KILLMAN  CONVENTION 
SOONER  THAN  HB  ANTICIPATED.  A  CHECK  HE  'D 
WRITTEN  BOUNCEO. 


WAG  ZONE  22 .  A  FEW 

VACANT  ADOBES  ON  THE 
EPGE  OF  THE  aAlNLANDS. 
NOSOPy  LIVED  IN  THE  WAR 
ZONE;  IT  WAS  AN  ARENA 
ARRANGED  FOR  OPT/MUM 
VIEWING  OP  THE  COMBAT- 
ANTS sy  a  stellar -wee 

TVAUPIENCE.  THE  BET- 
TINS  WINDOWS  BUSTLED 
AS  ZOCO  PREPARED  FOR 
HIS  F/F7IETHKM.V, 


IT  WAS  PAWN,  AND  WITHIN  ONE  OF  THE  BUILDINQ5 
BEFORE  HIM,  ZOCO'S  MATE  WAITED  TO  MUROER 
HIM. 


HBl.Tv^^*" 


|g^Jfr£g>^ 


jlljp^" 


^< 


y/A»e/ 1   Nr — ■  „_^ 

MISSED  HIM.'J/^/iHi  YOU  HAVE 
BUT  HOW?  yf    a  MARKFINOER.'  IT'S 
A  GOOD  CHOICE,  GIRL ...  / 
8UT  ALMOST  USELESS 
\  WHEN  THE  BATTERIES  ./ 
BUN  LOW/ 


AWARE  THAT  ZOCO 
WAS  FONP  OF  SUCH 
TRAPS,  FBING  TUJJNEP 
TO  FLEE  IN  THE 
OPPOSITE  PlRECTION. 
THEN  SHE  SAW  THE 
NARROW  *V//WPOtV 
AND  STOPPEP  COLP. 


%&£ 


CAU6U1  BETWEEN  THE  ROCK 
ANP  THE  HARP  PLAce, 
FRING  WAS  WELL-AWARE 
THAT  EVERYTHING 
WEIGHEPON  HER  NEXT 
PECISION.  SUPPENLY,  SHE 
HAP  THE  ANSWER. . . ! 


y 


OH,  ANP  IN 
CASE  YOU 'RE  WONPERINS 
WHY  YOUR  TRAP  SLEW  UP  IN 
YOUR  FACE...  THE  SUN  GAVE  you 
AWAY.  THE  SUN  WAS  BEHIND  YOU! 
HAD  YOU  SEEN  IN  THAT  SOOT, 
YOU'D  HAVE  CAST  A  SHAPOW. 
THERE  WAS  NONE. 


OH.'  THERE      Tai 

THEY  ARE. ..SPILL ED  F 
ALL  OVER  THE 
FLOOR.' 


fn?irlfl; 


'^. 


. 


HERE,  THEN,  IS  THE  ENP  OF  OUR  TALE  OF 
1  CARBINES  ANP  CONCUBINES.  IN  THE 
YEARS  THAT  FOLLOWED,  FRING  PARLAYEP 
I  THE  PRIZE  MONEY  SHE  EARNED  FOR 
RUBBING  OUT  ZOCO  INTO  A  SUBSTANTIAL 
FORTUNE,  ANP  8ECA/VIE  HERSELF  A 
WOMAN  OF  SOME  INFLUENCE  IN  GOVERN- 
MENT. SHE  NEVER  AGAIN  PARTICIPATEP 
IN  THE  KILLGAME  ;  CONSIDERING  IT  "A 
I  SILLY  GAME  FORBOYS,AHV  THEY  CAN 
NAVE  IT. " 
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"IDI  NOT  LIKE  YOU 
MAKE  FUN  FROM  HIM!" 

Your  new  magazine  is  inventive,  beauti- 
fully illustrated  and  not  without  an  appro- 
priate share  of  wit  and  humor.  In  particular 
I  refer  to  "Whatever  Happened  to  Idi 
Amin."  To  me  this  seems  a  clever  satire  on 
the  typical  and  somewhat  cliche  boy- 
meets-girl  odes  so  often  seen  in  other 
Warren  magazines. 

Not  that  those  stories  aren't  good.  They 
are  just  so  predictable  and  appear  with 
such  regularity  that  they  are  overripe  for 
spoofing. 

I  can't  help  wondering,  though,  what 
dialogue  was  originally  meant  to  accom- 
pany Esteban  Maroto's  fine  illustrations 
before  Bill  DuBay  added  his  whimsical  yet 
sharp-tongued  verbiage  to  this  strip.  Per- 
haps someday  we'll  be  treated  to  the  work 
in  its  original,  unaltered  form. 

JERRY  GREENBERG 
Bronx,  N.Y. 

Any  series  starring  no  less  an  illuminary 
than  the  multi-faceted  Idi  Amin  himself, 
can  be  nothing  short  of  fascinating.  But 
fifty  lashes  with  the  cat-o-nine  tails  to  il- 
lustrator Esteban  Maroto  for  impersonat- 
ing fellow  artist  Jeff  Jones.  Some  of  Idi's 
poses  in  issue  #4  are  straight  from  Jones' 
Idyl. 

WES  INGALLS 
Seattle,  Wash. 

Idi  not  like  you  fellas  make  fun  from 
him.  Idi  send  bang-bang  squad  put  big 
holes  in  you  bodies.  Better  still,  Idi  whip 
out  big  well-hung  manhood  and  beat  you 
profusely  on  head  and  shoulders. 

President,  Field  Marshall, 

Doctor  and  Chief  IDI  AMIN 

Kampala,  Uganda 


WHY  NOT  A  BOOK  OF 
FULL-COLOR  CORBEN? 

I  felt  that  I  simply  had  to  write  and  com- 
pliment the  genius  of  Richard  Corben's 
"Mutant  World." 

I  was  pleased  to  see  that  Corben  wrote 
and  illustrated  the  first  two  episodes  of 
the  series.  But  I  was  disappointed  to 
discover  that  Jan  Strnad  scripted  chapters 
three  and  four.  Even  though  the  art  is  still 
excellent,  the  storyline  in  these  latter 
chapters  is  not  nearly  as  good  as  it  was 
in  the  first  two. 

Why  did  you  change  authors  in  mid- 
series? 

JULIAN  HEATH 
New  York,  N.Y. 

The  decision  was  Rich  Corben's  Julian. 
He  and  author  Jan  Strnad  have  worked 
together  often  and  built  a  mutual  respect 
for  one  anothers'  talents.  Rich  felt  that 
Jan  could  bring  both  purpose  and  direc- 
tion to  "Mutant  World." 

Yet,  as  much  as  we  liked  Rich's  stories, 
we  feel  that  Jan,  too,  is  doing  an  excellent 
job  with  the  series. 

Never  have  I  seen  such  beauty,  such  in- 
novation, such  artistic  perfection  in  comic 
art  as  in  Richard  Corben's  "Ogre."  His 
new  photographic  art  technique  was  a  pre- 
dictable but  no  less  exciting  step  in  his 
evolution  as  the  master  of  graphic  artists. 
MARK  FORQUER 
Temperance,  Mich. 

That's  a  fact,  Mark.  "Ogre"  was  the 
perfect  showcase  for  Rich  Corben's  many 
talents.  It  displayed  his  photographic, 
sculpting  and  artistic  skills.  It  showed  us 
that  he  wouldn't  make  a  bad  motion  pic- 
ture director,  either. 

So  you've  finally  seen  the  light.  With 
issue  #4  you're  featuring  sixteen  pages  of 
exotic  Richard  Corben  color.  Now  how 
about  an  issue  with  full-color  from  cover- 
to-cover? 

ED  BAUMGARTNER 
Mount  Vernon,  N.Y. 

We'd  like  nothing  better.  But  because  of 
the  prohibitive  cost  of  color  printing  and 
quality  paper,  we'd  have  to  pass  the  added 
expense  on  to  our  readers.  And  we're  not 
too  sure  that  there's  a  really  big  market 
out  there  for  copies  of  1984  magazine  that 
are  priced  at  $9.95  each. 


A5IMDV.  REDZONE 
ONE  AND  THE  SAME? 

It's  just  a  wild  hunch,  but  I'd  venture  to 
speculate  that  the  name  Alabaster  Red- 
zone  is  a  pseudonym.  Now  why  would  any- 
one who  writes  so  obviously  well,  as  does 
this  Redzone  chap,  wish  to  conceal  his 
true  identity? 

Could  it  be  that  he  is  ashamed  to  have 
his  true  name  associated  with  mere  comic 
books?  Or  does  he  fear  that  his  mother 
will  give  him  a  sound  thrashing  when  she 
discovers  that  her  little  darling  is  writing 
kiddie  porn? 

HINDS  SWINDON 
Hinckley,  England 

Albaster  Redzone  is  really  Isaac  Asimov 

moonlighting  for  the  funnies,  right? 

KATHY  KEETON 
G randy,  Minn. 

Albaster  Redzone,  Jim  Stenstrum,  Bill 
DuBay  and  Kurt  Vonnegut  all  have  a  crisp, 
fluid,  unique  but  identical  style  of  writing. 
Is  it  possible  that  they  are  all  the  same 
person? 

CHRISTY  GIACALONE 
Kelso,  Wash. 

No.  But  they  could  all  be  clones  of  Pad- 
dy Chayefsky. 

I  pity  the  poor  little  shit  who  had  to  grow 
up  with  a  name  like  Alabaster  Redzone. 
His  parents  must  have  been  heartless 
fiends  indeed. 

TYCONDEROGA  VISHNIAC 
Ekalaka,  Mont. 


ORDER  YOUR  BACK  ISSUES  OF  1984  MAGAZINE  NOW! 
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1984  #1  S3. 00  1984  #2  52.50 


1984  #3  $2.50 


1984  #4  $2.50 


WARREN  PUBLISHING  Co 
I 

I 


1984  magazine 
has  proven  to  be 
the  most 
phenomenally- 
selling  magazine  in 
years.  The  few 
back  issues 
remaining  won't 
last  long.  Order 
yours  today  and  be 
sure  of  a  complete 
collection  of  the 
most  talked  about 
classic  of  the 
decade! 


145  E.  32nd  St.  NEW  YORK,  N.Y.  10016 


Enclosed  is  S 


for: 


copies  of  1984  #1 
.copies  of  1984  #2 

copies  of  1984  #3 
-copies  of  1984  #4 


Name 


Address 


City 


State 


2ip_ 


when  ordering  from  this  magazine, 
be  sure  to  Include  postage  and  hand- 
ling! Up  to  SI  50  add     SSc 
SI. 51  to  S3  00  add     75c 
S3  01  to  S5. 00  add     95c 
S5  01  to  S7.00  add     SI  20 
S7  01  to  S9.00  add  ..SHO 
S9  0l  to  Sll  00  add     SL65 
$11.01  to  S15  00  add     SI  95 
Over  S15.00  add.    S2.25 


PROLOGUE 


FAR  NORTH  OF  HERE,  FARTHER  NORTH  THAN  WHERE 
EVEN  SGT.  PRESTON  PARES  TO  VENTURE,  REX 
HAVOC  AND  THE  AS5KICKER5  OF  THE  FANTASTIC 
RESPOND  TO  AN  EMERGENCY  CALL  FROM  THE 
REMOTE  PEW  LIME  STATION  CHILLY  tV/LLY 
FROM  FAIRBANKS,  ALASKA ,  THE/  DRIVE  QUICKLY 
TO  THE  OUTPOST,  ALTHOUGH  THEyARE  IN  AN  AIR- 
PLANE. 


rsspp 


;«\ 


^>> 


^ 


•i» 


>\ 


an*-** 

ASSKICKERiH 
of  the  FA 


WITHIN  THE  FREEZER,  AN  ICEBLOCK  OF 


MOUS  CREATURE  OF  UNEARTHLY  ORIGIN. 
BUT  WHERE  PIP  IT  COMB  FROM  ?  IS  THE 
UNSPOKEN  QUESTION.  HOW  PIP  THIS 
•*  (SET  HERE  ?  HA5  IT  COME      ■ 

y  we  worm?  anp  GRAze   m 

..,AN  RACE. ..OR  IS  IT  JUST  kj 

'"II  POTATOES? 


.'K 


THE 


to) 

b> 


SJ 


/ 


% 


tt-iSi^'   t^r- 


:  >,i 


ty       A  LOCAL 

ESKIMO  BROUGHT 
IT  IN.  HE  THOUGHT 
IT  WAS  THE  INFAMOUS  ' 
BLACK  P/£R&e  AND  j 
TURNEP  IT  IN  FOR 
THE  REWARP. 


I  HAVEN'T 
CONTACTEP  MY 
SUPeRIORS  ON  THIS 
YET,  MAJOR.  LIKE  YOUR 
BOOK  SAYS,  PRECIOUS 
MINUTES  ARE  WASTBP 
CONTACTING  HIGHER 
AUTHORITY.  1  CALLEP 
YOU  FOLKS  RIGHT  AWAY. 


'     •  V 


V 


> 


<^ 


w* 


J>~i 


n 


another  wot  d» 


■»J 


.  <-<  ■ 


fr- 


« 


®1 


:•'/    .1 
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Author:  JIM  STENSTRUM  Illustrator:  ABEL  LAXAMANA 


HMMM.  IT'S 
RADIOACTIVE .'  THAT 
WOULP  CONFIRM  THAT 
II  IS  EXTRATERRESTRIAL 
HOWOCP  IS  THIS 

BLOCK?  ^^ 

IT  BACK 

/»W.t/OA' 
J     ^A    YG/WS. 


A:m 


^_„ 


ICE  EVERY- 
WHERE !  THE 
CREATURE'S 
^eUSTSPOUT.' 


<4) 


l-'<J^rG/i/e  i^^L:'r^.-' 

'W^/y»f^ 

c^ere,  you/% ' w>( «|ftf 
TALKiN1  to   *ffre«E8tt/ 

S  !S3     70  ,V//*f ,    1^^^ 

;•[    tVAQON, 

.H-;y;^^L  floy      ^^"~v, 

■\  *£*v  . 

A  ijkt  '.'.--  v^^^~            --<'     '«-'~>^3*'^ 

nV    W^. 

v      you,'     y>    N«»M[/ 

■fe^v 

| 

dp — "SYlK 

>*^M^-^wiCyHM 

,'fra^ 

§    -«?sv*'./  //f    ■  /  jH'si 

Jtmwt!   iJ//m    ° 

■I       LOOKS            V^l 
\  P/?£T  ry            _     -t^M 
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r     REMARK/ABLE .' 
NO  SLOOP  OR  NERVE- N 
ENPINSS...  ENTIRELY 

CELLULAR  GROWTH. 
IT'S  PLANT,  NOT 

V    ANIMAL. 


AND  SEE 

THE  "EYES"?  AND 

THE  ALUMINUM- 

FOIL  SPACE5UI7P 
GENTLEMAN. ..OUR 
EXTRATERRESTRIAL 
IS...  A  POTATO! 


IT  CONFIRMS 
SOMETHING  I  LONS 
SUSPECTEP.  THAT  THERE 
IS  ANOTHER  DIMENSION 
NEAR  OUR  0WN...8UT  WHICHfl 
IS  COMPLETELY  POPULATED  A 
WITH  FRUITS  AND 


THIS  IS  NOT  A 

HASTY  CONCLUSION.  THERE 

ARE  FAR  TOO  MANY  CHEF'S 

SALAPS  AVAILABLE  FOR  THE 

CROPS  YIELPEP.  THEREFORE, 

THE  EXTRA  PROPUCE  15 
\COMING  FROM  SOMEPLACE 

^  ,         £ Lse 

Atns 


ANOTHER 
DIMENSION,  LARS5' 
LIKE  A  S/;ir7A/ 
PIMENSION  3 


NO, 
BRUNO. 
LIKE  A  V-8 
.DIMENSION. 


WORSE,  THE  "EYES"  OF  THE  SPUP,  AS  WE'LL   "~*"*<J| 
AS  WELL  AS  FOR  SEEING  WITH,  ARE  ALSOS£EPS-  IF  1 
ANY  OF  THESE  WERE  TO  SE  PLANTED,  WE  WOULD  HAVE 
HAVE  AN  ARMY  OF  SPuPMEN  TO  WORRY  ABOUT. 


ST 


■k  v 


BJ^ 


K 


THEY  WANT  OUR  GOOP  TOPSOIL  .'  ITS  AN  INVASIOn\ 
PROM  THE  VEGETABLE  WORLP,  AND  THIS  SPUP  IS 
THEIR  SCOOT.'   WE  NEEP  GUNS.  AND  BAZOOKAS. 

AND  DOLPHINS  WITH  BOMBS  STRAPPED  TO  THEM.' 


NO,  CAPTAIN.  EVEN  IF 
THAT  KINP  OF  ARTILLERY  COULP 
STOP  THE  SPUP,  WE  PON'T  HAVE  THE 
TIME  TO  ASSEMBLE  IT.  WE  HAVE  TO 
STOP  THE  SPUD  NOW,  BY  OURSELVES, 
WITH  WHATEVER  WE  HAVE  ON  HANP. 
BEPORE  IT  CAN  ESCAPE  TO  THE 
STATES! 


■-,     ■ 


'fflJDffS 
SPECIAL 

|REK  HAVOC 


MONSTER- BASE 
I'M  INSIPE  THE  SHIP.  THE 
SPUP  HAS  ALREADY  PLANTED 
SOME  OP  ITS  SEEPS,  ANP 
THESE  TATER-TOT5  ARE 
GROWING'  LIKE  CRAZY! 
THERE'S  A  COUPLE  NEAB- 
EMPTy  BOTTLES  OP  a  BO 
STUFF  RUNNING  INTO  THE 
SOIL  .'  IT...IT  LOOKS  LIKE 


^    OF  COURSE.' 
THE  SPUP  POESN'T 
WANT  OUR  TOPSOIL... 
IT  WANTS  OUR  BLOOD! 
THE  SPORES  HAVE  PRUNK 
THE  LAST  OF  THE  GUARDS' '// 
SLOOP  ANP  NOW  THE 
^SPUP  IS  LOOKING  FOR 
MORE! 


HOPE  YOU'RE 
WELL  ALONG  WITH 
THAT  TRAP. /MY  SUE  SS 
IS  IWWJfTON 
THE  MENU. 


_HAVDC 


I  KNOW 
HOW  1  CAN  GET 
n"y»\    A  TERRIFIC 
i  GOING .' 


THE  SPUD 

0«s  turned  off 
ourjuicemh 
the  auxiliary. 
somebody.' 


UGHTS! 


I  EXPEC1EP 
THIS.  THE  SPUD  IS 
LOOKING  TO  MAKE 

A  CVtAMAT/C 
eNTR£NCe.  E.T.'S 
^AffE  SO  VAIN. 


tiffin 
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At£XT:  SHe-WHO-MUST-BE-OKAY) 


M&MJ 


pTURES  OF 

ISHBLASTER 

AGAIN! 


*> 


UH  OH,  H/APPy  J\M: 
WE'RE  UNPER  /ATTACK    By 
VORACIOUS  VENUSIAN  VULVE- NYMPHS/ 1 
BUT  WHAT  WOULP  THEY  WANT 
WITH  US? 


/ 


AW,  GEE,  HAPPY  JiM... 
'  CAN'T  WE  JUST  THIS  ONCE 
GIVE  /A/  TO  THEIR  y/LE 


THEY'RE  EITHER  AFTER 
OUR  BODIES  OR  OUR  LATEST  ' 
ISSUE  OF  /9<S4,  5KEEZIX.' 


"*tffl& 


h*w  ■ 


But  torture  me  as  they 
wish  with  their  fiendish  sexual 
perversions,  they'll  not  set  happy 
j/m  sunblastbr  to  give  up  that 
which  he  holps  most  pear.' 


Don't  be  caught  off  guard  by  Venusian  vulve-mymphs.  Obtain  that  which  they  and  so  many 
other  intelligent  races  throughout  the  galaxy  so  desperately  desire:  a  full  year's  subscription 

to  1984. 
D  Six  issues  at  S9.00  or  D  Twelve  issues  for  S18.00 

Name 

Address  

City  

State  


Zip  Code 


Mail  to:  WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY,  Subscription  Department 
145  East  32nd  Street,  New  York,  NY.  10016 

In  Canada  and  outside  the  U.S.A.,  please  add  $3.00  to  all  rates. 
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MECHANISMO 


ALIEN  CREATURES 


|  HARRY  HARRISON 


In  Mechanismo,  space 
travel,  space  cities 
&  bionic  robots  have 
arrived!  Discover  the 
most  startling  mach- 
ines, mind  boggling 
vistas  and  the  most 
incredible  color  illus- 
trations. Plus  photos 
froms  NASA  to  Star 
Wars.  All  packed  into 
this  118-page  book. 
All  on  glossy  paper! 
10"x10"  quality  paper- 
back. #21326/87.95 


Since  the  earliest 
days  of  television  S. 
the  movies,  aliens 
have  slithered,  crawl- 
ed and  bounced  across 
the  screen.  Where  do 
they  come  from?  How 
long  have  they  been 
with  us?  How  did  they 
get  here?  This  book 
covers  it  all  from 
Wells  to  Star  Wars. 
32  pages  of  full-color 
illustrations.  A  big 
8"x10"  quality  paper- 
back. #21325/86.95 
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Art  from  the  golden 
age  of  Rock  'n  Roll, 
Pop,  Soul,  Rhythm 
and  Blues.  A  decade- 
long  explosion  of 
graphics,  design  and 
record  cover  art 
is  lushly  and  lavish- 
ly reproduced  in  bril- 
liant full-color.  The 
covers  of  Rod  Stewart, 
Roxy,  Rolling  Stones 
and  The  Beatles.  Plus 
many  more  in  this 
10"x10"  quality  paper- 
back. #21338/88.95 


Patrick  Woodroffe  is 
here  in  all  his  glory, 
in  scintillating 
color  and  brilliant 
design.  England's 
premier  artist  of 
fantastic,  bizzare 
science  fiction  is 
collected  in  this  la- 
vish book  containing 
hundreds  of  full-col- 
or paintings  and  draw- 
ings, with  biography  & 
comments  on  his  art. 
10"x10"  quality  paper- 
back. #21314/89.95 
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GREAT  BALLS  of  FIRE      BLAZING  COMBAT 
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Sex  in  science  fict- 
ion! A  lush  full-col- 
or history  of  science 
fiction  and  the  fair 
sex.  From  pulp  to  pop 
this  111-page  paper- 
back is  gorgeously 
illustrated  by  Moe- 
bius,  Druillet,  San- 
\     Julian,  with  color 
reproductions  from 
the  Warren  magazines, 
Heavy  Metal  and  many, 
many  more!  In  a  large 
10"x10"  paperback 
format.  #21304/86.95 


The  best  of  Blazing 
Combat,  as  originally 
published  in  1965. 
Action-packed  stories 
of  all  the  wars  from 
the  American  Revolu- 
tion to  Viet  Nam. 
On  land,  in  the  air 
and  under  the  sea. 
Explosive  wartime 
classics  in  a  large 
8"x11"  paperback.  17 
stories  and  four  full- 
color  cover  paintings 
by  the  fabulous  Fra- 
zetta.  #21331/83.88 
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WARREN  PUBLISHING  COMPANY 
145  E.  32  Street 
New  York,  N.Y.  10016 

I  am  18  years  old  or  older.  Please  send  me  the  following  books: 
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copies  of  THE  GOLDEN  AGE  of  ROCK  ART     #21338/88.95 

copies  of  MYTHOPOEIKON      #21314/89.95  ADDRESS 

copies  of  MECHANISMO     #21326/87.85 

copies  of  ALIEN  CREATURES     #21325/86.85  CITY    

copies  of  GREAT  BALLS  of  FIRE     #21304/86.95 

copies  of  BLAZING  COMBAT     #21331/83.98  STATE  
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